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Those who kindly honor the following drama 
with their attention will be pleased to observe that 
many passages have judiciously been omitted in 
its representation at the theatre : but the practice 
of printing such waived sentences between inverted 
commas is always far more troublesome than neoes- 
sary, and a frequent source of confusion to the 
reader. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



ANDREA, Duk§ efSaluno, Mr, C. Kxmbli. 

PEGANUS, DioDBAB. 

VALERIO, Raymond. 

BIANSO, Babtlkt. 

AUREUO, Wabob. 

BISACCIO, ..... HOBBBBOW. 

GUALTIER, Egbbton. 

PETRONIO, Baxbb. 

LUCIO, Gbbbn. 

FERDINAND, .... Ibwik. 

MESSENGER, .... Holl. 

BIANCA, «tf« to iliiina, - MubJabman. 

ROSAMOND, .... J. Scott. 

LIVIA, Mn.Viimro. 

FIRST VILLAGER, - - MxmH.Cawsb. 

Lords, Comrtign, Mtsttn g e n , AiUndanti, ViUagtrt, ifc, 
Scbnb: — SniMiio, BoUfgno, S^c* 



PREFACE. 



Thb sources from whence the story of this drama is 
derived, are well known to the readers of Bocaccio, 
Petrarch and Chaucer. Groldoni's elegant genins 
adorned with it the stage of Italy ; but the author of 
the fiteaemt work had no opportunity of perusing the 
** QmMtL,** until after the completion of ** Woman's 
Love;'' nor haa he ever met with the old English 
play upon the same subject. Had the case been 
otlierwise, his imperfect performance might, perhaps, 
hmm challenged criticism with a bolder face. 

One of his critics speaks of his '' depravity of taste," 
in selecting '* a theme so puerile and disgusting,** 
firom ** all the varying scenes of this strange and 
eventful world." The puerility and disgust of the 
matter, in all probability, exist only in the mind of 
the manful, but too delicately sensitive critic : the 
story is, undoubtedly, an unfavourable one for dra- 
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matic purposes^ and surrounded with difficulties ; but 
difficulties are the true lure to enterprise, and success 
in their despite is ever the most welcome to a gallant 
adventurer. 

But, the author's triumph (and an indulgent public 
has stamped it as such) over his subject, shrinks into 
insignificance before that of Mr. Charles Kemble, 
over the revolting and unaccountable character of 
Duke Andrea : doubt, suspicion, moodiness, sarcasm, 
humour, ire, dignity, half-madness, love, doting fond- 
ness — flash from his mind to his voice, features and 
action, in rapid and continued variety : the monarch, 
lover, husband, father — in all the great changes of 
their varied passions — find in him their beau ideal; 
and we may challenge the stage of Europe to furnish 
a more perfect piece of art than his admirable per- 
sonation of the cruel, but still constant lord of the 
patient Bianca. 

The deep interest which follows Miss Jarman 
throughout every scene of Bianca*s patient sorrows 
— and the silent tears which she exacts from her 
audience, pay her a higher tribute than could vo- 
lumes of praise ; and to their all-sufficient eulogy, the 
author would blush to add one poor commendation of 
his own. 



PREFACE. Vll 

Mr. WardCy in his spirited and most excellent per- 
formance of Aurelio, sheds a life through the whole 
play, which materially relieves the harshness of An- 
drea, and the sufferings of Bianca; and alleviates 
both the anger and pity of the audience, at the un- 
merited woes of the one and the uncalled-for cruelty 
of tiie other. The plaudits of his hearers are his 
truest recompense. 

To Mr. Bartley, for his correct, his perfect deline- 
ation of Manso, the pen that afforded the words which 
he clothes in so much feeling, here freely records the 
admiration of him wha holds it. And to Mr. Egerton, 
for his just representation of Gualiier — to Mr. Did- 
dear, Mr. Raymond, Mr. Horrebow, Mr. Baker ; to 
Miss J. Scott, to Mrs. Vining — and to one and all 
engaged in his drama, the author begs to offer 
his most sincere thanks. To Mr. Blanchard and to 
Mr. Green, for kindly interesting themselves in cha- 
racters so unworthy of their powers, as the Steward 
and Lucio (the former of which having been entirely 
omitted after the first night's performance of the play, 
does not appear in its printed form), he desires parti- 
cularly to acknowledge his great obligations. Prose 
were a dull return for the sweet tones of Miss H. 
Cawse, which so enliven the garden of old Manso. 
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Whilst^ many of his critics the author feels more 
than thankful^ no less for their judicious censure 
than their praise; he can but regret the extreme 
eagerness shown by others to deprive him of all 
hope of present, or future success. These gentlemen, 
s^ffecting to despise and condemn the translating sys- 
tem, which has so long lowered our English stage, no 
sooner descry an humble candidate for the honors of 
opginality (ho had almost said, abandoned honours ; 
but, have we not the accomplished Mary Russell Mit- 
ford — have we not a Knowles ?) than they, one and 
ally pounce upon him with unrelenting swoop, and 
ply their forces with a right magnanimous vigor — 
beak, talons and all ! He would counsel them to be 
generous as well as just ; and hopes on another occa- 
sion to be enabled to oGjdT them at least the praise of 
consistency. 

To the public, for the kind and cheering applause 
with which they have greeted this his first essay as 
a dramatist, the author feels deeply grateful. Their 
approbation is the proudest of all incentives to con- 
tinued exertion. 
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THE TRIUMPH OF PATIENCE. 



ACT THE FIRST. 



SCENE I. 

Saluzzo.—The Court Yard of the Duke's Palace. 

Enter Gualti£& and Fetronio. 

Oho/. Signor Fetronio, you are most welcome to Sa- 
lazzo — and much is my contentment that your foreign 
education has not schooled you into a contempt of your 
native land : for in this outward-bred aversion to his coun- 
try, a man but shows himself as a foolish child, who, spoiled 
by the nurse, despises the mother. A man's country is his 
&ther and mother — and he who suffers his afiections to 
fidl from her, is indeed guilty of a breach of the decalogue. 
Signor Fetronio, I rejoice heartily to see you. 

Pet. Mflord Gaultier, your kindness flatten me ; and 
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as to the theme of one's country — although I somewhat 
affect the cosmopolite — there is yet a voice in my heart 
which sings gladness as I tread the soil of my nativity : for^ 
truly, on so fair a spot of earth as this Saluzzo, and Uest 
with such friends .as I boast here, although my natural 
parents be dead, I scarce can deem myself in the estate of 
an orphan. ^But, noble Signer, — is the Duke absolute in 
this matter of his divorce ? 

GuaL Absolute, — I say it grievingly ; for never did lady 
so grace the coronet that graced her, as doth the beauteous 
Bianca : she is a royal rose, the pride of whose form and 
colour doth well appear in her greatness and beauty ; but 
its richest quality — ^the quality of sweetness — in her virtues. 

Pet. I am bent to inquire more in the matter : for al- 
though a native here, having been an exile from my boy- 
hood, I, of necessity, am mainly ignorant of what has hither- 
to chanced in Saluzzo. 

GuaL The history is long — you shall have the epi- 
tome. 

Pet, Twill suffice, my Jord. 

GuaL It is a theme for a better historian. About the 
time that, your parents dymg, you were sent, a mere child, 
to England, there grew a most vehement desire in the pub^ 
lie mind of Saluzzo, that our Duke should do that which 
might yield us good hope of an heir to the Dukedom — 
marry ; but he, then in the spring-flush of youth, and living 
in the wanton wilds of love, did hold himself averse to the 
walled garden of wedlock — and flatly refused the people's 
petition. 

Pet. And what then did the people ? 
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Oaul, Drove petition at the heek of petition so fast, 
that the D«ke at length took their desires into entertain- 
wofUklt and bound himself to murry — with this especial 
pravito : that his choice should have no rein ; but be its 
own guide in all thbgs. 

P€i. Ue could but choose nobly. 

GnaL He affected the nobility of nature — and passing 
the prinoenes of kingdoms, espoused the queen of a viUage, 
Bianca, the &ir daughter of a private, but honourable gen* 
tleman — one Manso, who, although his allegiance per- 
mitted him not to deny the suit of his prince, yet strangely 
stood aloof from the proud alliance ; haply foreseeing, from 
its wide mequality, the woe that hath indeed followed. Be- 
sides, he hath constantly refused all advancement; still 
playing the poor part of a country gentleman within the 
sunshine of his daughter's sovereignty. 

Pet. Strange ! — But bath she no other relatives whose 
fortunes might engraft themselves on hers ? 

Oual. None, but a wild brother, named Aurelio— whom 
the Duke much loved, and favoured at court; till his 
sodden honours, in a mann^, drove him from himself— and, 
as the steadv-j^ging father predicted, swelled him into 
such exeesses/that the Duke was reluctantly constrained to 
banish him his presence; and rumour hath since drawn 
Aurelio's life in such colours, as cad but have grievously- 
afflicted the virtuous Manso — and the royal lady, who ever 
doted on her brother. 

Pet* Her sorrows are manifpld. 

GnaL Well, Sir; — to renew: amid much muttered 
seandfd, Duke Andrea espoused this Bianca, this regal- 

B 2 
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gifted villager; — and never was seen so much of heaven 
upon the earth as ensued : it was a palace, with all the 
sweet innocence and content of a cottage; — a cottage, 
with all the honour and appliances of a palace : the simple 
flowers of humility were strown amongst the gorgeous 
jewek of pride; and the sceptre meet for a princess, be- 
came honoured in the hand of a rustic. 

Pet. And did this long continue ? 
OuaL Alas ! no : scarce had the Duchess bec<mie a 
mother, when the Duke (curiosity might never learn where- 
fore) grew reserved and gloomy — bore himself harshly 
ton^rds the lady Bianca— dwelt much on the meanness of 
blood ; which the wayward people hearing, straight flew to 
the like conclusions — and thus sanctioned, the Duke, it b 
partially believed, caused violent hands to be laid upon his 
infant daughter ; for (when given out as dead) a certain 
ruffian, it is reported, was seen bearing her from the palace 
by midnight ; — and since then, now sixteen years past, she 
has at least been dead to knowledge, if not in nature : I 
fear the la^t. 

Pet. This tale is more than piteous. Could a mother 
survive such cruel bereavement ? 

GuaL She bore it like a martyr — without a tear, with* 
• out a murmur ! The shut book of her heart discovered no 
index ; which, at first, when the Duke noted, he would 
clasp her m his arms — and sometimes smile, or weep, as 
the fit worked on him; and it ^proved ever hard of 
credence, that such smiles and tears could be those of a 
murderer. 

Pet. The crocodile weeps and the hyeena laughs> they 
say. What followed ? 
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OuaL More clouds : the Duke soon relapsed into his 
fenner mood— -pierced the fond heart of his lady with 
perpetual unkindne ss grew mote and more morose ; and 
now — as a crown to kis inhumanity^ which many (I speak it 
in caution) are reasonably fain to attribute to a kind of 
brain-wandering — he has resolved upon this divorce, on 
pretence that his only child being dead^ and Bianca bring- 
ing him no further issue, the good of his kingdom requires 
be should espouse one of royal blood, who may yield him 
a worthy heir to the Dukedom. 

Pet. This will go nigh to break three hearts, unless 
lUssipation have turned Aurelio's into stone. 

OuaL Not so: Manso rejoices, and welcomes his 
daughter to her humble home again, with open heart and 
arms; whilst Aurelio, now absent at Bologna, pranks it 
there so wildly, that ignorance of his disgrace may happily 
be a bar to its annoyance. But the lady — the lady ! she 
seems a suffering angel — bearing with a dignified meekness 
her lord's insane cruelty and the .malignity of the many 
who, envying her exaltation, now greatly rejoice in her 
downfaU. 

Per. Poor heart I And doth his Holiness sanction this 
stem measure? 

OuqL He doth, Signor : and little marvel, smce gold 
is so almighty with the saints of Rome. One Lucio, a 
travdled fop, who hath lounged over Europe and found all 
men alike, is momently expected in Saiuzzo, with the 
Pope's written approval of the matter : the execution but 
awaits his arrival — and, ho ! here comes the man ! Have 
I invoked Satan? Bear with him, Petronio. 

b3 
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Pet. Oh ! doubt me not, 

Oual. Yoa could not mend bim. Signer: be is too 
comfortably wrapped in the cloak of his conceit, to "be 
chiUed by the wind of ridicule. Good-day and welcome^ 
to my lord Luciol 

Enter Lucio. 
My fUend Petronio, an' it please youy^^fresh from merry 
England. 

Pet. I greet your lordship. 

Luc, Salutation 's the wordi — Signer, your slave. From 
England? — So! I have been there myself; andtruly^ I 
found it a land of fogs, in which the natives walk, like 
Ulysses in his cloud, invisible. Oh, Sir!-^ villanous 
country, England. 

Pet. Cold, Sir, indeed, and somewhat cloudy: but, 
a brave kingdom ! — in dimensions a dwarf; in strength a 
giant, — a little head to the great body of the world — indeed, 
a noble kingdom ! 

"Oual. His lordship knows. How fores the Pope?— *• 
bring you the dispensation ? 

Luc. I kissed his Holiness' toe, and therein derived 
much spiritual comfort : I felt, as I may say, an enlivening 
of the soul ; an invigoration of the principle of faith ; a 
kind of tickling about the pericardium of grace; a . 

Gual. Bring you the dispensation ? 

Luc. I do : and the Duke's crown h thereby endan** 
gered? 

Pet. How ! 

Luc. His wife. Sir — his wife. But,^^! must haste to 
the Duke — the divorce will proceed apace. Your Hdot, 
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gentlemen; in camp and court, yonrs: I go to accend 
grief; for the divorced lady, (Jbrow, will even many her 
tean, and encouch herself with sorrow. Gentlemen, au 
rtwnr I . [Exit. 

Pet, The coxcomb! — ^how heartlessly he speaks of sorrow! 

QndL So substantial a feeling as pity cannot float in 
that shallow, his mind; nor can it sink there — it is so 
shallow a shaUow. But, come ! Sir : I must present you 
to Doke Andrea : he walks i' the palace garden-^let us in. 

Pet. I attend you, my Lord. The beams of his great- 
ness must render us blind to his defects. But one word 
mofe — has any lady yet been named as the Duke's second 
bride? 

Oho/. Ay, Signer. At the court of Peganus, Prince 
of Bologna, who espoused the noUe Livia, the sister of our 
Duke-^resides a fair maiden of royal birth, called Rosa- 
mood ; of whose excellent beauty the world has made itself 
the reporter and panegyrist: she it is, they say, whom the 
Doke solicits in marriage^ Craves your curiosity further? 

Pet. I blush, my Lord Oualtier. Pray you, lead on. 

[Exeunt. 
SCENE II. 

Saluzzo. — The PcUace Garden. 

*Mnier Dukb Akd&ka, attended; Lucio ; and aftenoards 

GuALTiER and Pet&onio, at a distance. 

Duke. The setting sun upon the ground doth throw 
A most unseemly shadow from thy form-» 
JPdLeit away! 

Luc. lo truth, most dreaded Sir, 

To move my shadow, I must mbve myself. 
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Duke. And 'tis thyself that I would have removed. 

Begoae ! I loathe that dress. 
Luc. It is the fashioD. 

Duke, Out OD the fashion! — Out — My taste's my 

Thine errand's done — begone ! — Infest me not. 

Luc. I kiss your Highness' hand — 

Duke. My glove — farewell ! 

[Exit Lucio. 

GuaL Another tickle for his lordship's pericardium of 
grace. 

Pet. He's a great man — hand and glove with a Duke. 

Duke. 1 saw a monkey on a mongrel's back, 
And 'twas a farce to note his gravity : 
Tis thus these skipping jacks bestride the time. 
Playing the ape on 't, like this monkey, Lucio. 

GuALTiER and Petronio advance. ' 

Worthy Lord Gualtierl — thou 'rt a man indeed : 
Manhood is in thy dress and in thy manners — 
Thou 'rt worth a score of Lucios-^Who is here ? 

Gual. Petronio, Sir : my excellent young friend— 
Newly from England — 

Pet. Now your Highness' servant. 

Duke. Young Signor, you are welcome to our Court. 
We shaU have need of you — Your leave, awhile. 

[Exit Petronio. Attendants retire. 
Gualtier! 

Oual. My Lord? 

Duke. Did Lucio tell you he had seen the Pope ? 

Oual. He did my Lord, — and with a wide discourse. 
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Duke. Would that all liars were fools ! — they'd do less 
mischief. 
I'd have him say so — but he saw no pope : 
Of proctOTBy priests and clouted cardinals^ 
Belike, he saw a bevy — but no pope. 
Tou note this scroll. Sir? — 'tis the papal bull — 
A forged one. 

Gual, Forged I my lord ? 

DuAe, They'd hang us, Sir, in England. 

Ay — forged. What ! think you, if the deed be wrong. 
The Pope, more than the Devil, can sanctify 't ? 
And if 'tis right (as right, indeed, it is) 
What need of sanction to 't ? Princes are dolts. 
Thus to be ridden by a reverend Joan, 
Who whilst they stoop to take their rider up, 
E'en chuckles in his sleeve, and writes them, fools. 
But still the public conscience must be soothed, 
And here is that shall do the business : 
A cunning scribe of Rome the instrument 
Hath C^y penn'd ; and Lucio, my messenger, 
Bebg an ass, takes matters as they seem — 
And so, no fear of him. What say the people 
Of thLs^brealMQ^rriage work ? No flinching ! What ? 

Oual, They are too loyal to condemn their pnnce. 

Duke. No matter, so(|t-toiigued courtier, what they 
say. 
New toys allure men ever. Our young Duchess, 
np^h-cr)0wned and royal, shall the former drive 
Out oT'remembrance quite—make her grow stale 
( In the most closet monory. Trusty Gualder ! 

Oual. Your Highness ? 
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Duke. Secret be as death. Lord Gkialtier. 

I need thy service— and fair confidence 
Begets afiection in the servitor— 
Thou wilt not blab ? 

OuaL Fve read of Midas, Sir. 

Duke. But, lest thou should>t, I will not tell thee 
more. {Ande.) 
No word o' the forgery I We must despatch : 
Your friend Petromo, out of grace to you, i 

We do select as our ambassador 
(To supersede fantastic Lucio) 
Unto Bologna : bid him there solicit 
The speedy presence of fair Rosamond 
Here at our court. See that no pomp be wanting I 
With gems of Ind and sweets of Araby 
Make giddy her dear sense : proud equipage 
Attend her ; and be sure the spirit of music 
Do wait upon her footsteps. Let him hence ! 
And with him, these. 

[Gives GuALTiER letters. 
And that Duke Andrea's throne 
May for a queen have timely vacancy, 
Yourself, grave Councillor, give order due 
That all the noUes in assembly meet. 
To set the public seal to our divorce. — 
See to 't, old friend. 

Oual. With diligence, my Lord. 

[Exeunt Duke and attendants. 
I would his Highness had another servant ; 
Or that his servant had a better office ! 
His mind's dbturVd : he's cruel, for he's mad ! [Exit. 
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SCENE III. 

Saluzzo. — The Court-yard of the Duke's Palace. 

Enter Gualtier, with Letters^ and Petronio. 

OuaL Despatch ! Petronio : and, as yon would insure 

further service, preserve a diligent ear and a ready eye ; 

but let thy tongue be a sluggard, upon occasion. Here are 

the letters (giving them) : and so, at once, farewell I 

Pet. I will use all speed. ' Good health continue with 
your Lordship ! Farewell. [Exit. 

Gual. This is a strange whim of the Duke. Can he 
be ss^ie ? The whole matter is a mystery, whose depths 
my poor wits have not line enough to fathom : time must 
enlighten my dark apprehension, and events proclaim the 
history of motives. [Exit. 

SCENE IV. 
Saluzxo, — An Apartment in the Duke*s Palace. 
Enter Duke and Attendants. 
Duke. Sirs, to your sports ! But, first ; go, one of you. 
Unto the Duchess : Say, we wait her leisure. 

[Exeunt Attendants. 
O, for a draught of mental emboline ! 
To neutralise this poison of the soul — 
This mad suspicion, whose vile weed o'eigrows 
The sweetest flowers of life. Still seems she loyal ; 
Food — ^very faithful : her obedience 
Foreruns command — Yet do I doubt, and doubt ! 
Her babe, unbaptis^, from her side was snatch'd ; 
And yet she railed not ; 'Twas her lord's behest ^ 
And that for her was warrant all enough 
To hold her grief in chains — and still, I doubt ! 
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IVe heap'd the ice of chill indifference 

Upon the bright fire of her seemmg love, 

In which it melts invisibly-quenching nothing 

Of its clear warmth; nothing apparent, nothing— 

But yety I doubt! She loves my greatness only ; 

Prizing the state whereto my love exalts her, 

More than the love that raises her — ^To this, 

As to a t¥ng, my faint and sinking doubts, 

Those overwrought swimmers, cling. I must have proof! 

Yes-^the divorce ! — And if, when so disgraced— 

And with a rival near the throne she fills 

With such a meekness, that authority 

Takes lessons of submission from her smiles — 

She be still constant, and resentless still. 

However tempted unto mutiny 

(And strongly shall she be temptation-tried) 

And keep (unmoved by passion's pettiness) 

Unclouded the pure heaven of her love — 

By the bright stars ! she is a living gem 

Whose worth the unsearched treasures of the spheres 

Could not pay tlown. But, hold ! — let me not play 

The blind adventurer with my happmess ; 

And like an over^sager merchant, lose 

The present thrift, to all need adequate. 

In greedy speculation after more, 

Which bang gained, were superfluity : 

For that, indeed — but, no! I rest resolved — 

Enter Bianca. 
Ho! lady — are you come? Bianca. — Bianca 
Bianca. My dear lord ? 
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Duke. How ? 

Bum. My lord— I pray you, pardon me : 

My tongue most go to sdiooL I wait, my lord — 
Hie poor wife waits her royal husband's will. 

DuJke. My wife no more ! Take titles that become thee. 
Duke Andrea's wife should boast her of a race 
Whose reins run kingly blood. — O ! doff those robes : 
This masquerading hath endured too long. 
Cloak thee in russet — go ! Is that a tear 
That dims the lustre of thy blu^^b^ eye? — 
How's this, Bianca? 

Bian. No— believe me, Sir : 

You wrong your hand-maid. True, the dress I wear 
Speaks of a splendor that derides my birth ;— - 
But who, my k»d, first clothed me in 't ? — who bade 
Me to forego my country weeds, and don 
Hie robe of state? — ^who snatched me from the vale. 
To place me on the pinnacle I fall from ? 
Who, but my lord ? — ^You see no tear : I scorn 
To weep ! — guilt weeps ; but I am innocent. 

Duke. Who says I ever thought that you were guilty ? 
You are no Roman matron, that repine not 
At noble suffering for your country's good : 
By heaven ! you grieve. 

Bian. Mine is no Roman cause. 

Duke. That's wildly said ; it is a Roman cause. 
Saluzzo with one voice cries out for offspring, 
That may rule o'er her with a lineal sway. 
When I be dust. We have no child, Bianca. 

c 
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Bian. Have we no child, my lord ? We had a child^- 
Heaven pity her sweet soul ! 

Duke, Of that^ no more ! 

I will have no pretenders to my throne. 
That are not of my blood — I must have heirs ! 

Stan, ' May they-r- 

Duke, Nay, 'sooth — ^you have my pity, lady : 

Tis grievous punishment to those who walk 
In golden clouds, to find them ver y clouds : 
Indeed, 'tis sad — and for a woman, most so — 
To leave the glitter of pomp, the knee of homage. 
The voice of flattery, the wand of power — 
All in a moment, for humility 
And life obscure — I see it moves you, lady. 

Bian, Duke Andrea-— no! Power, flattery, homage, 
pomp — 
Tho' held, were treasureless ; without the jewel — 
The crowning one of my life's diadem — 
My sovereign's love ; there lies the loss I mourn, — 
And none but that — ^that cuts me to the quick. 
Were he a shepherd of Saluzzo's plains. 
He would be then, as now— my poor heart's king. 

Duke, Now could I laugh: what! love? the school- 
girl's dream ; 
The youngster's vision — the starved poet's chime ; 

• 

The thing of fables, raw inventions — lies ! 

A riddle, jest — Midsummec-craziness ; 

Air, wind, brpath, vapor, shade, shade's shadow — nothing ! 

Is't this you stumble on ? Bianca's mad ! 
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Bian, I am your jest, my lord : came I for this ? 

Duke. For this— and this : There goes an embassy 
Unto Bologna, by to-morrow's mong^^eak. 
To gratulate my bride and tend her hither. — 
Is her heart marble? (aside) And— come near, Bianca— - 
A great assembly will be straight convened, 
To sanction our divorce. — She's more than woman, (aside) 
Your presence will be needed. — ^That was thunder ! (aside) 

Bian» (kneeling)^ Spare — spare me that! O, any 
thing but that : 
All griefs but that ! Let not the public eye 
Behold my degradation : let me not 
Be greeted with cold pity and the cry — 
T%ere goes Biancay she who was the Duchess: 
Dread Sovereign ! Spare me that. I will go hence 
Unseen, unknown — and never more molest you ; 
But hide my sorrows in my father's bosom. 
Without a thought that shall be rebel to you ; 
Love you in silence, pray for you — and die. 

Duhe. That were not well : for busy men would say 
We shrunk from duty^-and by private dealing 
Slander'd a public cause. All must be openly 
And freely done. Dares she who was my wife. 
Shrink back from duty ? 

Bian. (rising). Never ! Call the assembly: 

Your outcast will be there. 

Duke. Enough : now leave me. [Exit Biakca. 

Am I not cruel ? Can it be she loves me 
With such a nobleness ? With love that centres 
All in mysdf, as man ; holding for nought 

c 2 
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The tnqppingB of my state — the fictitious 

Nature of greatDest — ^most so, when 'tis highest? 

O ! if she stand die proof, 'twill give the lie 

To all the calumnies men ever heap'd 

Upon the name of woman— So, FU on : 

And thou*— dove Pity ! fold thy wings awhile, 

Norflutterin my heart. By those same letters 

Unto my sister livia and her lord. 

My agents in these mysteries — ^the/ll contrive it. 

My pretty Rosamond ! thou'lt play the Duchess 

With a rare grace— a sweet unconsciousness 

Of thine own quality. A copious fount 

Unto conjecture's streams, my deeds will be :^ 

But, let the subject prate! — ^it stirs not me. ^ [Exit. 



ACT THE SECOND. 



SCENE I. 
Bologna. — A Street. 

Enter Aurelio. 

Aur. But that 'tis true, the sprucest gentleman 
May tumble in the mite ; and therefore, I, 
Heaven knows ! not nicely fumish'd, need not swear 
When I do trip — I should heap oaths on oaths ; 
\ Blaspheme the stars and their high tenement ; 
Curse the dull earth whereon we wretches breathe. 
And damn my weary life. All's lost — all's spent ! 
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No money and no credit — not a whit : 

And my grave father, his last drop of patience 

Oozed, bids me hope but little from the dregs. - 

Ouke Andrea, whom by right I style my brother, 

Might yet be lenient : but I scorn to kned. 

Seeking forgiveness on an abject knee. 

For what was but youth's venial levity. 

Ill sup with beggars first. Philosophy ! 

Come to my aid : it is a natural law. 

That all must reap accordmg as they sow : 

I've planted briars, and so gather thorns — 

And thorns prick fingers sadly. Well ? — No matter ! 

The rose hath thorns : my passions are my thorns : 

But come, good spirits ! be ye as a rose ; 

Bloom in the midst — and be their ornament ! 

How now ? Bisaccio — 

Enter Bisaccio. 

What gale blows you hither 
So fast? 

Bis, An ill one to my friend — and so 
To me, since that his griefs are mine. 

Aur. Well? speak! 

BU. I have grave tidings for Aurelio's ear. 

Aur. Why, hang up gravity ! Yet give them vent : 
1 never was more bent on seriousness. 
Your news ? Your news ? 

Bi$. I pray you friend, receive them pati^tly. 

Aur. Why, man, what is it? Hath an earthquake 
chanced? 
Or have the winds blown half the soUd earth 

c3 
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I Into the flaent sea? —What? in God's name! 
I've learnt endurance in a nigged schools- 
Oat with it ! then. 

Bu. O! it wiQtoach yon nearly— 

A%ur. My fiither^s dead. 

Bu. May his good life be kmg I 

Of him I bear no word ; nor doubt he's well. 
Bianca — 

AuT. Say she's dead — and break my heart ! 
In aU my madness, to fimd memories 
Of that dear sister have I dnng for health ; 
And if she's dead — why, then, I am but dost : 
The dial of my life hath lost the snn 
That told bright hours upon't. 

Bu. She is not dead. 

Awr. I live, then, in her life : since she be well, 
Jmay not dream what ghostlike tidings bring you, 
To fright my midnight spirit* Speak ! 

Bis, Not dead, 

But, oh f far worse than dead : her honour^s dead, 
And yours lies buried with it. Oh ! . Aurelio 
She is— — 

Awr. Speak — Death! 

£fs. Divorced. 

A ur. Fire of deep hell ! 

Dfvorced ? Ill not believe it : idlest report 
-^ Hath played the mocker with you. She divorced ? 

Bu. Past every doubt. 
, AuT, Tut ! you are credulous. 

Duke Andrea loves her, man : be singled her 
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Firom out the worid, for beauty and for Tirtoe : 

Gave her two crowns — his greatness and his love — 

And this the richer : and altho' of late, 

Tis said he hath been somewhat tyrannous. 

And his child's death prompts whispers ominous — 

Whilst many hold him to be somewhat crazed, 

(And of the number I myself am one) 

Yet— yet, he's fond — Divorced ! Report's a liar : 

Pin not thy faith to such a ragged sleeve. 

Bis. You will bdieve too soon. Along with me ! — 
Here in Bologna hath a Sir arrived, 
Andrea's ambassador, who doth demand. 
In the Duke's name, the hand of Rosamond — 
Peganus' royal ward — to fill the place 
Of fellen Bianca — your dear sister, friend. 

Aur. If it were so? — *Tis vulgar! — he is tired : 
His palate's duU'd, and fiun would have the sauce 
Of novdty, to tickle it — Curse him ! 
But prithee, friend, what crime hath Ae committed ? 
Was't boldness — treason ? — Was't adultery ? 
I'd know what crime. 

Bis. Her barrenness her crime : 

No other. 

Aur, Ha ! Iliat was ordain'd by Heav^ ; 
Who would not see such beauty bring forth copies 
Of its own exquisite pattern, to be marred 
By this vile Duke — this known infanticide. 
I knew no crime coukl stain my sister^s soul : 
Sh/t is die earthly type of purity ; 
And I much more a wretch, to be allied 
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To such a paragon — yet have no touch 

Of her great virtues. Had she guilty been, 

Twere just that she should fall — as I have fallen ; 

But thus unsullied, to be trampled on 

Like a stained thing — Oh ! vengeance, justice ! vengeance. 

Bis. Nay — this is raving. 

A ur. Bottle-eloquence — 

I judge you 'd so say but you know me not : 
You've scann'd the dark side of my character — 
Look to Che bright! Come with me to the court : 
rd speak with this Ambassador. Divorced ! 
There was small cause for my swift banishment : 
None — none, for this ! 

Bis, Aurelio, you forget : 

We speak i'the street. 

Aur. Forget? — All things: myself! 

This business drives each lesser matter out, 
Reigning sole tyrant of my memory. 
To the palace ! Friend, I thank thee for thy news ; 
Tho' they be cursed ones. Duke ! look to thyself: 
Treason ere now hath sprung from private wrongs — 
Tis scarcely treason, if the cause be strong. ^ [Exit. 

Bis, My joy copes with my sorrow — since this ill 
Strikes my friend's heart, and proves it noble still. [Exit, 

SCENE IL 
The same. — A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Valerio and Rosamond. 
Vol. Sweet Rosamond ! ouf happy days are gone — 
It hath been with us, as if our two lives 
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Were branches of one bougb, growing together, 
As meant not to be parted : now a wind — 
A crael wind springs np, and sunders quite 
The one'from the other. You are Andrea's bride. 

Ras. I to that title make not love, Valerio, 
And would not wear it : but my guardians' will 
Hath my heart's blindfold homage. See ! — they come. 

Enter Peoakus, Livia, Petrokio, Ferdikand— 

and other Attendants. 

Peg. Come hither, noble maid — Saluzzo sends, 
By this fair Sir's especial agency, 
His royal commendation to his bride — 
His gentle Rosamond : and prays she may. 
Borne on the dov^^ipng of fasl^^ying love, 
Fanning the swift f;ale of occasion. 
And gilded by the sun-beam of bright pomp, — 
Haste to his arms ; and in the sky of state. 
Be as the morning-star of happiness. 
What says Bologna's pearl? 

Liv. Speak, our heart's flower ! 

Ro$. What should she say — ^what should an orphan say, 
Iho' rojral, to the guardians of her days, 
But duteous words, wherein submission dwells. 
Figured in me^ assent?— Her obedience 
Shall in the self-same mould as your command 
Be truly moddl'd. 

Liv. Then, our all but daughter, 

Look jocund to the heights gf sovereignty ; 
For Rosamond must be Duke Andrea's wife. 
Why seems our son so grave ? 
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Val. To your trite question, 

Madam, a trite reply. Who wears a gem 
He values, but that, losing it, will grieve ? 
Who in his garden views a favourite flower, 
But mourns that e*er another's hand l^hould pluck it f 
Answer — and you are answered. 

Peg. Wayward boy ! 

Get to thy books, (noise withouU) How now ? 
. Aur. (without.) Wait here, Bisaccio, and keep off these 

knaves : 
ril enter. 

Enter Aurelio, (a Servant stopping him.) 

Serv. Oi)t again ! by your leave. 

Aur. Off, off, thou dirty rag ! thou skeleton ! thou lack- 
sixpenny knave ! Get to thy fellows. Off, off, and out ! 

[ Thrusts Servant out. 
Pardon, (kneeling) great Sir ; most noble lady, pardon ; 
And, pardon, thou fair bud of royal stock, 
(For in thy face I read thy quality) 
Who, if thou wed'st this Duke (and rumour's tongues 
All ¥rag to that high tune) must come to blight. 
Never to blossom ; I crave audience here, 
And leave to shame this presence with rude speech, 
That haply needs th^^e. Have I permission ? 

Peg. YouVe taken without leave, what now you crave : 
And we should punish taking, not grant, leave. 
But since your speech and outside argument 
Cry both, well-bred — you have our license. Sir : 
Proceed — 

Aur. (rising). Which is the Duke's ambassador? 
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Pet, That honorable office, mine. 

Aur. Then, Sir, 

You come on a dishonorable errand. 
Would the mad duke be twice a murderer ? 
First, his child's life, and then, his lady's fame ! 
What, both ? O, gentle maiden, have a care, 
Lest you be third sad victim, sacrificed 
On the lewd altar of his damn'd caprice. 

Liv. Silence, for shame ! 

Peg, What swaggering rebel thou, 

That thus speak'st treason 'gainst great royalty ? 
Give good account ; or, by the throne I fill ! 
I'll bind thee hand and foot, and send thee thus, 
With accusation full, unto the Duke. 

Aur. Do what thou wilt ; a brother's love speaks out. 
Boldly speaks out, even in the throat of death. 
I am the brother of Saluzzo's Duchess, — 
Aurelio, I— the brother of that sweetest. 
Dearest, most innocent, lady o'the earth : 
At whose inviolate door sin never knock'd — 
The visible spirit of chastity : O, tis common — 
Gross appetites will famish on fine food. 
At Zembia, seek the plains of Thessaly ; 
Or Tempe, at the Pole ; you'll find them there, 
Ere justice, or sofjt-stnmg humanity, 
With o'erswollen greatness. JPrince, you know me now. 
And, prythee, grant I've motive for all treason. 

Peg. Aurelio? — ^we have heard of such a man : 
One whom his sovereign lifted unto honor ; 
But found him nothing honorable. 
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Liv. One who left 

This dearest sister, with ou^-pgured tears 
To weep a brother's baseness, and with sighs, 
Oft shaking the frail walls of her choked heart. 
To deem him reprobate. 

Pet And one, 'tis said — 

Aur, Prison thy breath up with thy courtier's lips. 
Smooth, honey-sugar'd Sir-r and mouth not me ! 
You, Sir, — and you, most honor'd Madam, -^ have full 

scope 
To rate me as you list : you cannot sink me 
To lower depths of my poor self-esteem. 
Than those I drown in. Yet, beseech you. Sir — 
Of what rank crime (in substance, or in shadow) 
Stands she accus'd ? Or if not criminal — 
And for she's barren, and on^this pretence 
(Since heirless sovereignty lacks much of honor) 
The Duke would cast her — let him look at home ! 
Two causes oftimes go to one effect. 
Beseech you. Sir — what crime ? 

Peg. Sir, answer not : 

The will of royalty is ground enough 
For royalty's procedure. We are busy : 
Please you, give way. * 

Aur. Your highness well remmds me : 

I hasten to the source of this great wrong. 
And dive i'the fountain head. Nobles, farewell : 
I've loiter'd long already. Princess Rosamond, 
Yet, ere I go — Frown not such furrows, Madam I — 
Upbraid me, I intreat thee — roundly : Nay I — 
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With these same bodiless weapons, ai^^^dged words, 
Assail me too, I prithee — be not single : 
I am Bianca's brother. 

Ro$. Sir, not I : 

1 wish ^ee well — and thy Bianca well — 

Liv. Play housewife with thy tongue, child Rosa- 
mond. 
Why stay yon, Sir ? You have our leave to go. 

Aur. You are gracious. Madam : I have heard 
enough, 
And have no further cause for ta yi^ ce here; 
111 to Saluzzo — I have business there, 
Which, be the road as ridgy mountains rough. 
Will not be jolted from my memory. [Exit. 

Peg. This man's for moonlight : it will yet be well 
Saluzzo know of his vagaries here — 
Blind we record them. Ho ! who waits there ? Be 

Enter an Attendant. 
The strangers gone ? 

Attend. My lord — in furious haste. 

Peg. They make good speed. 
60, see this worthy gentleman bestowed ; 
And, Sir, make free — our palace ib your home. 

[Exeunt Attendant and Peteomio. 
Hark hither! Ferdinand: go seek my steward. 
And by this warrant, bid him give thee straight 
Of gold a liberal purse. Thus fumish'd, ride 
Post haste upon the high road to Saluzio, 
Where overtaking that same gentleman 

D 
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Who late went hence— Sigpor Aurelio, 
(Whom you do know) in our name proffer it 
To his free use, with speech and acdon fitting: 
Say somewhat of our sorrow— pity ; so : 
Our knowledge of his need — lightly touch that. 
Haste, Sir. 

Fer. It shall be done, my lord. [Exit. 

Peg, We would not have the kinsman of a princess 
Lack means ; and had on thb thought sooner, but 
For the man's violence, which drove us quite 
From present matters. 

Liv. He '11 refuse the purse: 

My life! he will — whatever be his need. ^ 

Pegi And rumour speaks that great— Well ! he will 
choose. 
And now, our son and prosperous-fortuned charge. 
Prepare ye as ye may \ -—this very noon 
Must we be travellers. 

Liv, And good my son — 

Bemerry: or not knowing nuatiment, 
Learn it of Rosamond. 

Vol. « That's wrongly said : 

For, bound on such a journey, I would have her 
Teach me unmeasured grief — not merriment. 

Peg. You're sad, when most you should take joy by 
the hand. 
And call her, fellow spirit. Come ; Bestir ! 
All things are oider'd for good government 
During our absence ; and our deputy 
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Waits at the oater gate, to takeilue leave. 

Look gay, bride Rosamond — be smilers ! all — 

Oar spirits hold their merriest carnival ! [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

A place on the Road to Saluzzo. 

Enter Aurelio and Bisaccio. 

^tcr. Thus far upon our journey — and we've kill'd 
The distance bravely. Said you, 'tis to-morrow 
That the Duke holds his mockery of a court? 

Bis. To-morrow, at high noon. 

Aur. O ! I will spur 

My steed, till blood and foam bathe him all o'er, 
But I will brave this hon^[Hnjiirderer there, 
And tdl him to the teeth, he is a villain. 
Oh ! my sweet sister — I have been a wretch — 
The veriest wretch that e'er by base excesses 
Lower'd his humanity — to leave thee thus ; 
Deeming thee safe in a burglarioas world,' 
Where innocence may ne'er lock up itself 
So strongly, but that wrong creeps nigh i' the dark ; 
Breaks up its war^s — and every treasure stolen. 
Leaves it to blank bereavement. 

Bis. Yet again, 

Good friend Aurelio, be more temperate, 
You will do more with this distempered Duke 
By fair remonstrance, than mad violence. 

Aur. No more of that, Bisaccio, if you love me. 
As well yon might with your weak-blowing breath 
Puff 'gainst the roaring wind, as with tame counsel 

d2 
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Bear coldly on my wrath. Divorced ? Btanca ! 
Why, tho' she be, she shall be nothing fallen : 
Whenever Virtue is by Vice put down. 
It rises honor'd by the abasement : I — 
I say it ! — ^who to Virtue have been truant. 

fitter Ferdik AMD. 
Your pleasure, friend ? Tve seen you in Bolc^a. 

Per. Thence have I travelled with post haste to greet 
you; 
But well nigh failed — ^you rode so rapidly. » 

Peganus, Sir, Bologna's sovereign. 
Pitying the cause that takes you to Saluzzo, 
And much concerned for half your sorrows there — 
Part knowing you do lack of golden means, 
Sends you this purse, and bids you use it freely. 

Aur. I crave the royal pardon : I had thought 
He played Sir Rat, and wisely turned his back 
Upon a falling house. Sir, bid him eat his purse ! 
Ay, like the longneared king, chew nought but gold — 
ni none of 't ! Go : his purse will pay your labor. 

[Exit Ferdinand. 
Why, this is rare ! 

Enter a Servant. 
How now ! Sirrah : 
Bring you fresh horses? 

Serv. They are hard at hand, Sir. 

Aur. On ! then, my friend. The sky portends a storm. 

Bis. Indeed, it looks foul weather. 

Aur. Everyway: 

Without, within : i' the welkin — in my fortunes : 
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And it will break ; but, happily — not yet. 
Hold off, ye cloudB o' the air and of my soul ! 
Till I my journey and its end fulfil — 
Then, rain — spout — blaze — and thunder, if y^ will ! 
Quick ! quick ! Bisaccio. 

IStarm at a distance. Exeunt. 



ACT THE THIRD. 

SCENE L 

Saluxzo. — A Roam of State in the Palace. The Duke 
seated, surrounded by Oualtier, Lucio> and assem- 
bled Lords, Officers, j-c. tit attendance. 

Duke. Are all the peers assembled ? 

Luc. All, my Lord : 

And fonn (as I may say) a galaxy, 
A via lactea. 

Duke, These empty tubs ! 

Are all the peers assembled ? 

Oualt. All, your Highness ; 

And wait upon the business of the court. 

Duke. Why, that's well said. You 're a plain man, 
my lord : 
Your speech lacks rhetoric — ^we like 't the better. 
Illustrious Sirs ! — the columns whereon rest 
Our state's high edifice — its strength and grace. 
Wherefore you are conrened, to here proclaim, 

D 3 
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Were but to dote upon atwice*told tale : 

Since Curiosity, tho' doors be shut 

And windows barr'dy will down the chimney drop — 

Or smuggle thro' a cievice, to make prey 

Of matters nice as this we stand upon. 

And buzz them all abroad* You know the matter? 

Lords. We do, my lords. 

Duke. A word then, with your honors : 

Twas you, my lords, that forced us into wedlock : — 
Would you had been our wifi^roviders too ! 
So that the hot intemperance of youth, 
Whose will flows with the current of his blood, 
Had worn the curb of wisdom. But we chose 
To be our own purveyor ; and therein. 
Did madly whet the knife that was to strike 
At the unmailed heart of our own peace. 
We married for we loved — (and that, forsooth, 
Was but a semptress' cause for matrimony) — 
And for we knew a lass — a country lass. 
Whose mirror showed a face men might call fair ; 
Eyes not too dull — ^rose cheeks, and certain dimples 
Playing round cherry lips, must needs go mad 
And wed : as if a monarch had no path 
To the fair vale where Beauty's treasure lies. 
But through the pitfalls and the gjns of marriage ! 
Was it not so ? 

Luc. Truly 'twas so, my lord. 

Duke And, That's a brave rattle, for a royal fair ! 
Ay, Sirs ; puiblinded by this imp of love. 
And past the aid of Reason's optica^ 
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We sought not the state's interest, nor our fame ; 

But led by passion, ass^ji)^, by the nose, 

We malTied basely : And now, mark the curse ! — 

But, shut thy mouth, Lord Lucio : cant you hear 

With a closed lip ? — Now, mark the curse ! my lords ; — 

Inward upbraidings and domestic grief; 

An unblest bed (the only fruit it bore 

Dying ere ripeness) public discontent ; 

Vile accusations, and a world beside 

Of ful^edged iUs, the night^rds of the soul, 

That flew, so many screech-owls, round our throne-^ 

And each a death to peace. Went it not thus ? 

Luc, Faith ! — it was pity — ^faith ! — and yet it did. 

Ihike. Good Sir, are you the crier of the court? 
Went it not so? 

A Lard. So, in the public guess ; 

And at your Highness' lack of sweet content. 
The heart of loyalty was as a fount 
For sorrow's hidden tears. 

Duke. Wdl— that might be— 

Her eyes showed none. Now, mark the remedy ! 
Whose use to sanction and just exhibition, 
You, the state's leam'd physicians, here are met. 
Our riper age, atoning for the raw, 
Har^h-savor'd folly of unmellow youth, 
To prudence prompting us — ^we have resolved 
Here to divorce the lon^escended partner 
Of our degraded throne ; and thereto tending, 
We have already, from the papal court, 
license obtained of holy mother church 
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For this proceeding — And, yet more, my lords : ^ 
By weak half-measures, not to tease the wound 
Of the galled state ; but heal it, once and wholly — 
Petronio, our neii^^Jyled ambassador. 
Hath to Bologna gone, where, at the court 
Of our most royal brother, he demands 
The hand of princess Rosamond for ours. 
Whose high-bom beauty, rising o'er our throne. 
Shall make us'happy mommg; and her youth. 
Yielding fair promise of posterity. 
Pull tight the loosen'd cords of sovereignty. 
Strengthening the bond of state. Hath this approval ? 

[A murmur of assent. 
You bless me. Lords. Call in the Duchess, ho ! 
For Duchess b she, till she be divorced. 

[Exeunt several Attendants, 
So, Duchess shall she ever be, God ^t !. {Aside,) 
Tush ! Tush ! My lords, 
It was a stormy night 

OuaL A fearful night : 

The elm<^rooting hurricane made waste 
In all the neighbouring groves. 

Duke. But now — behold. 

From yonder casement's eastward^peering eye. 
Those golden clouds, fai^weather harbingers, 
In sunny ridges lying all along, 
like to a field new mown. It seems, my lords, 
A hs^py omen of Saluzzo's weal 
In these near-neighbour changes. Higher ! Look I 

1st Courtier. Do you not mark with what a hard-heart 
icoldness 
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Hb Highness heaps these griefs upon Bianca ? 
And for what cause ? Think you his reason's clear ? 

2nd Court. I know not what to think : 'tis not his 
nature. 
Here comes the lady. 

Attend, (without ) Way there, for the Duchess ! 

Duk&. Come, come, my lords I we stay too long i' the 
clouds. 
Now, stem dissemblmg be my onward game ; 
Tho' tender pity, with an earnest voice, 
Cry in the ear of love. (Aside,) 

Enter Bianca, attended. 

Your servant — Madam. 

Bian. Mine, that title — Sir : 
And here I come, to take my last discharge ; 
Tho' heaven is witness, I've betmy'd no trust — 
Shrunk from no service ; but have been as true, 
As constant minister to your high will, 
As e'er was slave to master. 

Duke, Is't complaint ? 

JBtaji. No, my good lord. 

Duke. Lady — you are most wise. 

Not to complain in vain ; for vain complamt 
Is the besetting sin of all your sex ; 
So, not complaining vainly, you do show 
Your sex a glass, wherein their own souls seeing, 
llkey may behold where nature sits awry — 
And set the strings of their behaviour right. 
Sirs ! — ^read the sacred mstrument aloud. 

Officer (reads). We, the holy successor of St. Peter— 
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delegate of Gk)d ; in compliance with the request of our 
obedient son Andrea, Duke of Saluzzo— -holding in due re*- 
gard the interests and welfare of both prince and people; do 
hereby give authority, by virtue of our divine right — to make 
null our said son's marriage with the lady fiianca, his 
Duchess ; who is hereby deprived of all privilege and pro- 
perty thereto appertaining— excepting whatsoever she may 
have brought to him in dowry. 

Duke, More \ — there is more ? 

Officer. The rest are forms, my Lord. 

Duke. Why, then — the forms^are like the squirrel's 
tafl. 
Longer than all the body. You have heard, 
Bianca, Rome's directmg ordinance : 
And what the church ordains, the state approving — 
The state's assembled nobles here have set 
The seal to this divorce : therefore, good lady. 
You are no more the Duchess of Saluzzo. 
You know the rest : — ^your prpud successor comes^- 
Proud, and by birth, right worthy of a throne — 
B*en whilst I speak, from fair Bologna hither. ] 

Hence with your nuptial dower — a thing, I woen. 
Of easy burthen — Whence ! — and on the plains 
Choose thee an equal helpmate, and no more 
Live in these gaudy dreams. 

Bian.' Duchess no more ? 

Duke Andrea's wife no more ! — Ah ! there's the wound, 
The only wound at which Bianca bleeds. 
Sir, I obey : but never think, my Lord, 
I am so basely natuied, as to soil 
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The Tetsel of your choice : no mean alliance 
Shall sully even the outcast of your throne. 
Yet will I not pine in sad widow-weeds ; 
But make a husband of my memory — 
And still m contemplation be your bride. 
Faxewelly my Lord ! 

Duke. Your dower — ^forget not that ! 

Bian. My heart, and the poor beauty you commended. 
The first, my lord, defies all other hands, 
Save that, the iron one of death, to wrest it 
Fh>m where it once was treasured : and the wreck 
Of the unworthy last, is scarcely worth 
Its hapless owner's wearing. 

Duke. Well— away ! 

Retam the regal ge^-gaws which you wear ; • 
And let them be as foppish monitors — 
As counsellors by contrast. Go : an escort 
Waits i'the court-yard, to conduct you forth 
Safe to old Manso's arms. 

Bian. I need no escort. 

For these proud ornaments — I valued them 
But as the precious tokens of your love. 
Which lost, they're valueless. And here, my Lord, 
Low at your feet, I lay this jewell*d crown. 
Unmeet to be a wretch's diadem. 
Who could but dull its bright gems with her tears : 
And here the ring, within whose golden round, 
Pure emblem of pure love, my very soul 
Hath been engirded : last, this princely robe 
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Cast I aside, and, lo, my rostet gown ! 

[She lets fall her robe, discovering a rustic vest 

beneathm 

Duke, (aside.) Now, heaven,, put on the Testttore of 
earth! 
Stars, leave your brightness, and be dull as fogs ! 
And thou, high treasury of all light's wealth. 
Brave palace metropolitan of fire, 
Wrap thee in smoke I She is a paragon ! 

Bian. Your highness sees I have no need of escort ; 
None will molest a poo|^cbd traveller. 
Again, my Lord, farewdl; with her you wed 
May you clasp close domestic happiness' 
And outdoor honor ! 'tis my prayer : farewell. [Exit, 

Duke, Come hither, Gualtier. 

Re-enter Biakca. 

Ha, letum'd ! What's this ? 

Bian, (kneeling) My Lord, I crave some parting sign 
of peace : * 
But if to be a beggar in such sort 
Be rudeness, pray you the petition hold 
As if ne'er made. 

Duke. Forbid it, gallantry ! (kisses her) 

Go, then, Bianca : you depart with honor. 
Spotless in fame ; — stain-free. 

^^^' Happy! it lives 

Warm on my brow : there stamp it. Memory ! [Exit. 

Duke (flside). She's firm— she's proof— unchangmg dia- 
mond, all! 
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Tis me, and not my dukedom, that she loves. 
My purpose faints — No tears ? A miracle I 

l$t Noble, Bethink your highness — is 't not cruelty ? 

2nd Noble. O ! call her back, my lord ! 

Duke. Now, death of grace ! 

Must we be babe, and take to leading-strings ? 
Is power to have no will ? — We have the will ; 
Ay — and the power o'eradded to the will : 
And since we have the power, 'thout which the will 
Stands cypher-like — ^we wiU do that we will ! 
Faith ! I am roused — I lack'd this grinding-stone, 
To sharp my blunted resolution. 
Gualtier , at distance, follow her that's gone : 
Deem her the only daughter of your age ; 
Unto the fancy raise your pitch of love ; 
Then let your care e'en overtop that love, 
And guard her from the shadow of mishap. 
But, be not known her escort : Lurk ! man — ^lurk ! 
Ay — and be secret ! 

Gual. Ever were she shielded 

As I will shield her — ^were it wrought of wax. 
And underneath the fiery tropic sun — 
Her beauty should not blench for 't. 

Duke. Sir, you *re prudence. 

Gual. (aside) I know not what this means : nor can I 
strain 
My uninstructed wit, unto the heights 
Clou(!(H:apt of his intent. Tin^will show all. [Exit. 

Duke. Men muse upon 't. Why, how now? Lucio-^ 
That, there, your head, hangs idle as a bell 

E 
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Without its clapper. What's the matter. Sir? 

Luc. Your highness treats me as I were your fool. 
And not your late ambassador. 

Duke. Good ! now : 

That's a wide start from the point blank of truth : 
But you are pr^ctis^ — since you saw the Pope. 
You 've named your own ad diti pn ; therefore, wear it ! 
My lords ! part actors and part audience here — 
We thank you for your pains ; and nothing doubt, 
That when your wisdoms do revolve upon 't, 
You will pei:ceive the fitness of this business. 
Our play is done — ^Your Lordships are dismiss'd. 

As the Nobles, Sfc. are going ^ enter Aurelio. 
Stay ! stay ! my lords : another scene 's to act, 
Which, to say truth, had given our brain the slip. 
Take breath, great actor ! speak ! we give the cue. 

Aur, Where is my sister? thou pernicious Duke ! 
Or thro' rain, thunder, and the pitc^^lack night, 
Say, have I ridden in vain ? The raven Rumour 
Croak'd my disgrace where'er I passed along ; ' 
And every dav-break laborer, loud speaking 
Of some divorce, did rudely cast my soul 
Beneath his feet — and trample on 't. I see, 
I see : the mock is done ! — and she, twin life 
Of mine ! hath gone dishonor'd forth. — Is't not 
As I have said ? Speak, thou Mahometan ! 

Duke. Thou art a very foolish, light young man, 
Whose humor we can whistle on and off, 
E'en falcQQ;^ke, to prey on what we will. 
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Sir ! you know nothing of our bosom councils : 
And wiser 'twere, by holding of your peace. 
To put a garment (albeit 'tis but slight) 
O'er ignorance ; than by pie-chattering thus, 
To strip it starkly naked. Sir ; your humors 
First broke the chain that bound our heart to you — 
And 'tis not to be mended by the like. 

Aur. There is no need : my thoughts shall all break out ! 
Where is the child that should be solace now 
To her that bore 't ? — a bud upon the stem 
Of that kill'd flower — ^her honor ? Answer ! Duke. 
Ay — pinch your brows ! there is a spot of earth 
Could borrow from innocent blood a lavish tongue, 
Whose accusations from your name should pluck 
All reputation, and your crown beat off 
With more than Titan's arm — scatter your state 
With typhon breath : — ^hear ! — hear ! Infanticide ! 

[The Lords draw ihcir swords. 
Ha ! scabbards empty ? So be mine condition'd ! (Draws.) 

Duke. . Put up your swords ! my lords : let sleep strong 
steel! 
If that which is, were that which ought to be, 
This were too good a world. Where's the mad dog 
That will not bite his master ? Ha! Ha! Ha! 

Aur. Laugh you ? great Sir : you sham high spirits well. 

Duke. They're genuine spirits, Sir — and keep the bead. 
We somewhat did pcedict this visitation ; 
And, tickled with our goodly augury. 
Are fain to laugh. 

s 2 
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, Aur. Sure, there 's another cause ? 

The vision of a second bridal-bed, 
Wherein to sport, in close perspective lies ; 
And downward from the region of the brain 
Chasing the blood> makes frolic in your heart, 
That vents itself in laughter. 

Duke. In faith. Sir, you speak well : for in our youth 
We have not, by the surfeit of strong drink, 
So lethargied and apoplex'd our Uood, 
As to bring on the soul's paralysis ; 
And be insensible to what hath charm'd, 
If poets lie not (but, be sure ! — they lie) 
The sense of gods — ^the excellence of woman ! 
We have not raked and revell'd life away ; 
Disgraced our kindred — from our fortunes stript 
Anticipation's halo ; none of this ! 
But, we disdain such parleying with a subject : 
Our condescension stoops too near the earth. 
Go, mend thy life I If you Bianca seek — 
The lady late divorced — and so we guess — 
You '11 find her at a fitting residence — 
The cottage of her sire. Come with me ! Lords. 
Aurelio (that's your name ?) we leave you here 
Another grumbler, for good company : 
Cherish him. Sir : men call him — Lucio ; 
But he, but now, hath dubb'd himself'-H;o«(;t;/bo/ / 

[Exit Duke, with all but Lucio and Aurelio. 

Aur. Gods ! there is something awes me in this man : 
He wears a majesty that strikes men dumb. 
But, Vengeance ! write me in thy book— and cry. 
This marriage shall not be ! 



6CEVE I.] IfOMAN's LOVE. 41 

Luc. Aurelio ! 

Aur. Lord Lucio ? — or my memory else is a sieve. 

Luc. The Duke reminded you of my^name. Sir, when, 
bethinking him of his privilege, he was pleased to call me 
grumbler. 

Aur. You appear not ^verburthened with estimation of 
the Duke, my lord. 

Luc. In fidelity, Sir — I have no cause : for not only 
hath he displaced me for a two-legged jack in the late em* 
bassy to Bologna — 

Aur, A scurvy employment and a villanous errand ! 
In missing that, your lordship suffered no derogation from 
honor. 

Luc. Sir ! though the errand be ill, the supersedence is 
not good. , And, moreover — he hath of late molested me 
by a certain rude superfluity of raillery ; he took offence at 
my shadow and demurred to my dress — and when I would 
have saluted his hand, he proffered me his glove. Yea ! but 
now — ^instant now — hath he called me, tuhy rattle, court-- 
crier f hell-witkout'Clapper^ and court-fool! — Is this re- 
spect? 

Aur. Ha ! — How dotH your fair wife, my lord ? 

Luc. Pshaw ! If a man have a sore place, it is sure XO 
be rubbed. There agam is my honor stinted — she is what 
she should not be — and my Lord Duke knows it. 

Aur. Well ! well ! my lord : both our injuries cry aloud 
— your's with a cuckow voice. 

Luc. Sir, I could never abide the cuckow. I cannot 
near the creature's duplex vociferation, but I put my hand 
to my foidiead. Sir— farewell! Remember me for your 

s 3 
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friend— we have bitter wrongs. — Court-fool! ^Court- 
fool! 

Aur, I will think upon it : your Lordship's servant ! 

[Exit Lucio. 
Now, but I much despise this simple lord, 
I do believe, that on his jealousy 
(Since, 'tis received abroad, Duke Andrea's foot 
Treads m his private garden) I could work 
So strongly, as to goad him mto treason ; 
Or to some sneaking vengeance — No ! IHl try 
What prayer may do, to force this ducal ^, 
This half-way madman, all made up of lunes<^— 
To take th' arrest from off Bianca's honor : — 
If nothing — and he seek a second bride — 
Myself may at the altar play the priest. 
And marry him to death ! 

Enter several Servcuits. 

Ist Serv, By your leave, Sir: His Highness hath 
much blamed us for admitting you so freely ; and he now 
begs you will command his approbation, by ensuring your 
absence. 

2nd Serv. Will you go, Sir ? 

Aur, You curs ! Have you forgotten whom I am ? Am 
I not he who, next the Duke, was your chief and liberal 
patron ? You lifted the hat to me ; you cringed to me ; you 
fed on me : you hailed my faintest smile as a sun that gave 
warmth and light to your fortunes — And, now : you fac 
me with bravery; and with glib tongues, bid me — go! — 
as if respect in inferiors had no longer any grace. Sirrahs ! 
I go at my leisure. Hence with you ! or I will flatter those 
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cal?e8' heads of yours to the shape of apes' sconces. 
Begone ! — Dogs ! ^ 

[Exeunt Servcaits. 
I taste the world. Now, haste swiftcsing my feet! 
TiU I a sire and dearest sister greet. [Exit, 

SCENE II. 
Makso*s residence in the Country. A garden. 
Enter several Domestics. 
1st Dom. Is our master, say you, gone to meet his 
daughter, the Duchess ? 

2nd Dom. Must you have repetition ? dull fellow ! I say 
to you, he is — and will return before the hour-glass shall have 
done dribUing. But you may call her Duchess no longer, 
since she is now no Duke*s wife — and by reason, more- 
over, that Manso has expressly forbidden this great word,. 
Duchess. They say the Duke u cradL-witted, and has 
turned her out-do(v. [Shouts without, 

3rd Dom. Ha, by St. Mark ! and here they are. The 
whole village abroad to welcome her ! — Stand aside ! Stand 
aside! 

Enter Makso, leading in Biahca. 
Man. That's my brave daughter! This is Roman 
bearing. 
Now are you loftier in your old sire's eyes, 
Than did you reign an emperor's emperor — 
Pint star of state's high constellation. 
My most dear child ! my heroine — Bianca ! 

Bian. Had my soul been the merest reed in strength, 
These kindly greetings and heart-ieckonings 
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Of honest and school- fellow country folk. 

Had put a strain of oak in 't. I 'm content : 

But this I know — Duke Andrea well may tempt 

A greater to his throne : but let him peer 

Into the world's wide casket — he will find 

No gem of love like mine. That jewel most precious, 

His reason, guard, O Heaven I for I do fear 

Some mystic passion, lurking like a thief 

In his great mind, is fain to pilfer it 

Man, It is the current credence — Ah ! dear daughter, 
He shall not find thy mate — But cheer thee — cheer! 
Your mistress, fellows : tender her commands 
Nearer than mine ! — Come hither, Anthony. 

[Whispers oney who goes out, 

Bian. These are old faces. 

Man, All : I love to keep 

Such near me — they are memory's nourishers. 

Re-enter Servant^ with a Box, 
Guess you what's here ? (opens the chest,) 

Bian, Some treasure is 't ? 

Man, A mine ! 

Wherein I have been wont to dig most deep 
For the rich ore of fond reflection : 
Look ! Tis the rustic scarf which you let drop 
£ven on the threshold, when your foot first sprdng 
Into the ducal chariot. Even then. 
Did my prophetic heart hold argument : 
The wheel of my chiUTs fortunes now runs up 
A heaven'tanding hill : but when at height. 
It will recoil, and down the vale again ! 
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With more — much more. IVe treasured it for need — 
For love — Why, there ! upon your shoulders, girl.— - 
Nowy as before, you lend its plainness beauty — 
Would you had ne'er worn richer ! 

Bian* What a cloud 

Of memories hang around this little scarf I - 
O ! it would make a world of solitude, 
And people it with thoughts ! Twas this I wore 
When Andrea knelt : as I do gaze upon it, 
This, my apparel ere my state was gain'd, 
Recalls it, lost — with far more eloquence, 
Than could the mantle of my sovereignty 
He proffered, to be my remembrancer. 

Man, Come ! come! it |s a time for merriment : 
Once more my attributes of sire blush full ! 
Call in the villagers ! Now, song and foot-mirth 
Wdcome our village queen, who now puts on 
Her crown again ! 

7%e Villagers enter. 

Bian. Welcome ! kind friends — All welcome ! 

AuRELio appears in the back ground. 
\st Villager f {sings) 

The ttoik resnmet her ancient tower ; 

The nightingale her thicket's hon : 
The twmllow her wan^^jniidow bower ; "^ 

The red-bieast her M oa^L-trpak't men : ^ 

Alei t for rain and wind and cold. 
That made them quit their mantioni old* 



4G woman's love. [act hi. 

Wreath ! wreath a coronet of roses ! 
Blooms summor-fair as earth discloses 

To the sun's larish eye : 
With roses crown our ros^-jireet queen ! 
A bird that to her home serene 

Returns, no more to fly ! 
Crown with fair flowers a fairer one ! 

See! — 'tis done. 

[They crown Bianca with a wreath of roses. Then a 
dance — during which Aurelio mingles with the 
villagers. 

Man. Thanks, my good friends! My heart is all 
so full 
Of surfeiting content, it could contain 
No more. 

Bian. No more ? 

Man. No more ! You 'd name Aurelio ? 

I feel a rising nausea even here. 
No more ! I would not have that outcast by : 
He *s wild ; he 's lewd — and from my age half plucks 
The evergreen of honor. No I no ! no ! 
Being here, his sight, upstirring memory. 
Would blight the bloom o' the hour. 

Aur» (Advancing, as the Villagers, Sfc. exeunt.) 
He 's here to do 't !— 

[Btanca throws herself into Aurelio's arms. 
Closer, dear sister ! — press my mmost heart ! — 
Sir, he is here: but, oh! another man 
Than that Aurelio who hath been so long 
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A recreant to grace. Of Dissipation's cup 
I 've drunk unto the lees — and find each dreg 
So bitter, that my pleasure-palled lip 
Shall touch the brim no more. Turn not away ! 

Bian. You must not, Sir : he never made false vows. 
Let your heart take the character he quits, 
And play the prodigal ! — I 'm now most happy. 

Man. Sir, there 's a fath^'s hand : seal your resolve 
Of words, with action's firm impression, 
And take his heart along with 't. 

Aur. Both are mine, then. 

But still there 's cause for all our cheeks to burn 



With shame's deep sense of grief : What song was this ? 

What ill-timed cunning of tim^^heating feet ? 

Is not the honour of our lifted house 

Cast into dust ? Stand we not here disgraced ? 

Has not that lady, your proud daughter, Sir — 

My royal sister — been dishonoi^^gteep'd ? 

Divorced! degraded ! sent an outcast forth — 

The victim of a ligl\t«wit fantasy ! — 

Alone, unescorted — without attendance. 

Save that of her own soul's great fortitude ? 

Is 't not all so ? — By Heaven ! Tm all amaze, 

To see you thus unmoved by that which shakes 

My else stroi^-seated heart. 

Bian, Fair now ! my brother — 

Leave the fond theme : I do not find dishonour, 
Having a palace and a kingdom here. 

Man, Discretion hath no part in you, Aurelio : 
As father and as brother, we may feel ; 
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(Tho* I draw nought of sorrow from this chance) 
But we must bear as subjects. 

Aur, Ay ! — As asses— 

Who have no power to fling their burthen off: 
But even Sir Balaam kicks. We will not bear 
Shame's panniers, laden with a madman's freaks ! 

Enter a Messenger, 

Mess, Lives there a gentleman, named Manso, here ? 

Man. Yes, Sir. 

Mess, (shewing a letter,) This from the Duke ; 'tis 
for his daughter. 

Aur, Sirrah ! your knee : your knee ! — Unmannerly ! 
There stands the lady — ^you must know her well. 
Your knee ! I say. 
[The Messenger kneels, and delivers the letter fo Bianca. 

Man, Be gentler, good Aurelio. 

Bian, Tis well : say to his highness, these commands 
Shall have no letter, howsoe'er exact, 
On which obedience waits not. (Exit Mess.) His great 

presence 
Will fill our house with honour. 

A ur. Presence I — ^his ? 

Bian, Please you. Sire — read. 

Manso (reading the letter). 
To the lady Bianca, 

Know, lady, it will shortly be our pleasure to visit you in 
your retirement, being fain to prove that we wear not the 
shackles of overweening pride ; and that, although we have 
deemed it fitting to divorce you from the gauds of state, 
you still retain some place in our affections. Receive us in 
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your humblest garb : and remembv that we come a beggar 

to your condescension. Let Manso know of this— <and (if 

you will) Aurelio : but be mindful, that we desire no society 

but yours. 

Akdrea. 

Be 't so ; my daughter is too near to honor. 

To make this visitation dangerous. 

Whatever be the cause (and sure 'tis strange, 

And of a piece with 's former waywardness) 

I will give orders for strict secrecy. 

And, hear me, son : you are Duke Andrea's subject. 

So, tender your allegiance narrowly. 

Or lose my love. Bianca, come with me : 

Leave him to tune his thoughts to loyalty. 

Bian. Nay, nay; come in with us; you're pale and 
weary. 

Aur. In faith I am : I '11 see you presently. 

Bian. We have a world to talk of; be not long. 

[Exeunt Manso and Biakca. 

Aur. I could believe I walked upon my head ; 
That this is not my hand ; and this broad light 
Nothmg but darkness. Andrea coming hither ! 
Affections — beggar — condescension^ 
And if you wUly Aurelio. None but hers ? 
Faith, madness is a catching malady I — 
Mme too, mine too i Duke Andrea, if you (rfease ; 
There should be three to make society. 
But what to think ? O, for a pr^j-fapl^s eye» *" 
To pierce the distance of this mystery 1 
Lei's see, kt 's see; I think not healthfully i 

f 
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My mind lies in the sicknesB of fatigue. 

And sleep must physic it. Let be what may. 

Unless my soul grow dotard to disgrace. 

There yet shall come no other in her place. [ExiL 



ACT THE FOURTH. 



SCENE I. 

Saluzzo. — A roam in the Palace, 

Enter the Duke (reading a letter) attended; and a 

Messenger, 

Duke. Sir, the contents are welcome. By this hour, 
Bologna and our sister, with their charge, 
Are far upon their journey. Sir, we thank you. 

[Exit Messenger, 
Sirrahs, attend the prince's messenger. [Exeunt Attend. 
Well, Lady Rosamond, whom I so oft, 
Unknown, have seen ; we shall exalt thee now 
To the high level of thy noble birthright. 
And here is matter of Aurelio too, — 
" Murder," " caprice," c^amna^ton-qualified ? 
Crood now, good now ! by troth, I like the man : 
There 's virtue in him I will yet pluck out, 
And plant i' the state. Heaven bless thee ! good old lord. 

Enter Gualtter. 
How sped the downfall*n lady on her journey ? 

OuaL Sir, 't was a sight to turn the heart to tears, 
And drain it all through eyes. As on she past, 
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Hie silent populace attended her; 

And some threw flowers and vestments in her path. 

As if they deem*d the hard earth all too rough 

To meet the fairy pressure of her feet ; 

Some bless'd her with such prayers as fly to heaven; 

Others knelt low, and kiss'd her small white hand; 

And one, her garment's hem : whilst she on all 

Smiled benediction^ paying coin for coin. 

Of the heart's stamp. Old Manso by the way 

Met her — and there, my lord, 's an end to words : 

Such meetings must find painters in deep thoughts — 

The tongue's too poor a dauber. 

Duke. Say you so ? 

Now, by my dignities ! each soul who paid 
This homage, be he ne'er so bas^^ved, ^ 

Reigns in my dear heart's-Uood. 

Gual. What says your highness ? 

Duke. We say, my Lord, that you do paint this well. 
Pray you. Sir — tell : where strays that nobleman 
Who lards his ihetoric with shrugs and starts 
He takes for action ? 

(hud. Mean you Lucio, Sir, 

I know not. 

Duke. You have hit the nail — ^he! he I 
The mopsey gentleman is wrath, forsooth ! 
Farewell, my lord : and should you see his grace. 
Bid hun keep owls — for better company. [ExitQvAi.. 

Enter a Messenger. 
Another Mercury ! Your Godship's news? 

Mes. The lady bows unto your highness' will. ' 

f2 
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Duke. What win? 8weetSir! 

Mes. Your highness only knows. 

Duke. Look'd she in grief ? 

Mes. In grief's tnie opposite. 

Duke. In anger ? 

Mes. If within her heart dwelt wrath, 
It^Jianner nought advanced in her &ce. 

Duke. Words — and not sentences ! SawyoaMansotoo? 

Mes. I do belieTe so. 

Duke. Was Auielio there ? 

Him you should know — since he was once o' the court. 

Mes. My lord — ^he was : and forced me to kneel down 
r the very dust; and so deliver up 
Your letter to my lady. 

Duke. That was brave ! (aside.) 

Friend! had it been i' the mire, you had done well 
\' To kneel : it adds not to your honor's page, 
That you did need the teaching — Sir ! a king. 
To whom the knees of all his subjects drop, 
May to a beauteous woman bend his own — 
And rise up, twice a kmgl — Hence ! — and be wiser. 

[Exit Messenger. 
Oh I — how thick melancholy's misty sea 
Beats round this flowerless idand of my thought I 
Sure I 'm a wanton spendthrift with my bliss, 
Wasting it all for nought ? And yet — ^not so : 
There 's still a test that must be undergone. 
Ere I can clasp her beauty to my heart; — 
And in the fulness of extreme content 
Cry — It is mine, and not my sovereignty's ! 



BCENB II.] WOMAM*S LOVE. 53 

Doth Bhe not bory pride in solitude, 

And curse me there ? — >She must abroad again : 

Ay ! in my palace, on her rival tend — 

And trim the bride, and at the marriage-feast 

Be as a handmaid : upon which design 

I, in the spirit of my letter, go 

A suitor to Bianca. If she yield, 

And in this ending trial, her love's flower 

Shed not a leaf of its enduring bloom-— 

Such bliss comes on her, that her each day's life 

Shall be high paradise ! I Ve lived too long 

In love's mere dream — I would have love itself. 

Visions, avaunt ! Reality for me ! [Exit. 

SCENE II. 
Man$o*8 Residence in the Country. '^A Garden. 

Enter Aurelio. 

Aur. Bisaccio — for thy timely counsel now ! 

The sudden sickness that did lay thee down. 

Struck at my dear'st of health. What 's to be thought ? 

Andrea comes here to-day — but wherefore comes, 

I may as little dream, as why the wind 

Blows here, or there ; now on the lofty pine tops. 

And now on the shrub o' the vale : for all his doings 

Are, like the wind, mad-i^d. So, let him come ; 

And be the event the guide of my designs. 

He hath fill'd full our cup of injury ; 

His lustful lunacy hath done its worst — 

And degradation on my sister's head 

Hath poured its seventh vial. Patience ! patience ! 

F 3 
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Enter Makso, kcutUy. 

Man. Begone, Aurelio : for his highness comes — 
A.sun shorn of his beams ; in plam^ife garb. 
On foot — poorly attended. Sir, begone ! 
Lest your imprudence play allegiance fSedse — 
And what is bad, make worst. 

Aur. Shorn of his beams ? 

Stript of his plumes, good &ther, you would say : 
And, gods I had he one gaudy feather on, 
Pm in a cue to pluck it. 

Man, Chain thy tongue, 

Aurelio ; or my disapprorement's weight 
Dghts heavy on thee. 

Aur, Therefore am I dumb : 

Tet would I seek the purport of this visit, 
Did I not know your knowledge is in that 
As blank as mine. . 

Man. Tis shrewdly in my guess : 

And though I grieve, for my dear daughter's sake, 
His highness is so wayward, should he bid . 
Her presence at.his nuptials, I, poor subject ! 
Might not cry — Nay, 

Aur. Her presence? Shame of shames ! 

He will not— cannot — shall not — dare not do't ! 
O ! I would rather beg by the road side, 
And stand with cap m hand to country louts. 
Than have a sister so dishonoured. 
Her presence — at his nuptials ? — thought I that — 

Man. Silence ! away ! for yonder comes the Duke. 
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Aur. No ! ini not stir ; not were he thrice a Duke ! 
My wrongs upon my heart, a giant fallen, 
lie like an Etna, which its thousand throes 
Cannot shake off; but their commotion shall 
Throw dust upon this Duke. I will not stir ! 

Man, Then, rest a mule ! Sir Wilful : be the assassin 
For ever of your fortunes ! I will go 
And bid Bianca put on readiness : 
But, ere I hence, this in your thought install — 
Tb by the Duke that you must rise, or fall. [Exit. 

Aur, My. dear, my very dear— my sweet Bianca I 
My childhood's fellow bud ! my youth's twin flower ! 
My manhood's pijde ! whose rise to sovereignty 
Did make me almost deem myself a king. 
In one so loved being crown'd : now must she fall 
Beneath whate'er she* was — and from a queen, 
Turn humble follower. Men point and cry — 
There goes the man, whose sister was the Duchess I 
Now shall it be — whose sister. Duchess once, 
Is now a Duchess^ menial i O — this wounds : 
The thought's a dagger, that doth stab my life ! 
No more of thought: but to its sickness, let 
Action be remedy! 

Enter Duke Andrea. ^ 
Duke. This way went Manso — 

How now ! who thus on our desired privacy 
Thrusts trespass ? 

Aur, One who thinks of honour, as 

Tlie jewel of man's soul ; and him who steals 
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That precious ornament of each day's lifey 
As vilest of all robbers. Sir, you know me. 

Duke. Fair Signor ! — your allowance. Yet, forsooth, 
We might have prophesied your presence here : 
lik^-fj^ther'd birds will flock — and nearly by, 
Met we one lord — one Lucio — Ola man 
Who feasts upon his discontent ; and swears 
His wife was once the chastest icicle — 
Until ourself — an ov^-Jery sun — 
Did thaw the froi|t-^rk of her chastity. 
How are wise men deceived ! Sir, you and he. 

For all we know, are the sole malcontents 

^1 I Jill ^» • 

Of our poor court: 'tis fit ye herd together. 

Aur, Duke of Saluzzo ! I have yet to learn 
What 's in me, or about me, that you thus 
Would void contempt upon me : is he coward ? 
Knave? idiot? doltP block? fool? that thus you use 
Aurelio for a jest. To me, what 's Lucio? 
I have a sister — a dear sister, Duke ! 
To whom you have done wrong — flio^earted wrong ; 
Whose child men pity, when they talk of murder — 

Duke. By our crown'd head! hint but the thought 
agam, 
And murder pitiless shall fright the hour. 
Even on the ground we tread — Thus ring great bells. 

Aur. A sister whom you found most lowly happy, 
And chose her virtue for an ornament 
Wherewith to deck your greatness ; whom you late 
Have banish'd from your throne — made her a by-word 
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For all dishonour ; and whose low-fal)en heart \/ 

You seek to gall afresh. 

Duke* A conjuror! 

Good Sir, begin : cast magic at the sun I 
And to the moon, be as another Hecate, 
Until she grow bewitch'd ! What necromancy 
Gives you such insight into this close heart, 
That from its deep recess you 'd pluck intent. 
And throw it in our ears? 

AuT. Then, if I err — 

Why comes Duke Andrea hither? — to what end — 

Duke, Duke Andrea keeps his counsel, and were dumb 
Unto a far more cunning catechist 
Than thou canst prove : Bianca's will 's her own, 
And she will use it — 'tis a woman's way. — 
Manso, what — ^ho I — Signor Aurelio, 
Have we your leave to move ? it is but fit 
A sovereign bend his knee, and to a subject 
Cry — Sir^ permission! — Manso ! — ^Why not speak ? 
h your tongue's quiver empty ? Faith I that's sad. — 
Manso ! I say. 

Enter Makso. 
You 're welcome, good old friend : 
TUs gentleman's not best of company — 
His wit lacks words, and his few words lack wit : 
He is not pleasured. Sir : You see — he frowns. 

Manso. My son, great duke, is rash and choleric : 
I pray you, pardon him. My humble roof 
Doth from your presence draw a dignity. 



I- '■ .'* 
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That should write palace o'er its lowliness. 
Will 't please you see Bianca ? 

Duke, Even so : 

But firsty we'll read gay nature in yon flowers : 
Survey the garden growth — ^we have, indeed, 
A love for flowers. Ha I Manso, 'tis well thought : 
There is to be a marriage-rite to-morrow. 
And we require your presence at the same : 
What say you ? 

Aur. (aside). Hell not go : my kindred heart 
Cries that. 

Manso. My lord, I have long been 
In the wide world an unseen eremite, 
And would continue hermit. May it please you, 
Therefore, to pardon me ? 

Aur. {aside). My life, he would not ! 

Duke. We must command, then : as you'd have your 
prince 
Hold you of clear allegiance — Sir, be there I 

Manso. Entreaty and command, in nothing like, 
Claim unlike answer ; at your Highness' biddings 
Old Manso shall forego his solitude. 
And for awhile play courtier. 

Aur. Doing that. 

The father smiles upon his daughter's shame ; 
And age sets seal unto the contumely. 
That stabs the fame of youth — You 're mad to go ! 

Duke. Would you be madman too, Aurelio, 
For an odd guest we shall have room enough : 
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Meanwhile, rail as you will. Come, Sir — the flowers I 
And after them, the lady of these bowers ! 

[Exeunt Duke and Makso. 
Aur. Shall it be steel, or poison ? shall it — Fool ! 
I live in words which, like the thoughts that breed them, 
Are all disjoint ; and tho' to one goal tending, 
Start from no fixed point : My meditations 
Hang all upon the tip-top branch of doubt. 
And by conjecture's wind blown to and fro, 
Cling to no order. 1 11 observe this meeting ; 
And as it bodes my sister good, or iU, 
So shape my deeds — ^her peace my motive still. [Exit. 

SCENE III. 
The same* — Another part of the Garden, 
Enter Bianca. 
Bian. There hangs a heavy weight upon my heart. 
And, faith ! I think, 't will break. On what new harshness 
Is the Duke bent, that to my humble home 
He comes, with such a still, mysterious air ? 
Whatever his will, hold constancy ! my soul ; 
And tho' divorced, still let obedience be 
The unmoving load-star of my storm-beat heart ! 
I do believe his mind 's delusion-warp'd ; 
And the blank credence, for these many wrongs, 
Pleads my soul's pardon passing mournfully. 
It is the very day of all the year 
On which my mother died, and my dear child 
Fell prey to ruffian hands — Hush! hush! what footsteps ? 
The theme is treason. You sweet souls in heaven ! 
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Look down and bless me : I am as a lark 
\ That long hath flown too high, singing of joy, 
And light at last upon deceiving waves. 
That drown me — song and all. I will endure 
Even as I love; and if my heart should break — 
Be pity a mute mourner at my grave. 
And tears my transient, only chronicles ! 

Enter Duke Akdrba, behind. 

Ihike. To the Nymph president of these retreats, 
Health and perennial beauty ! Note, Bianca, 
'niat we do sort our garments with the scene — 
With time and circumstance. Who now, fair soul ! 
Would take us for the things of state we are ? 

Bian, I seem but as I am, my dreaded liege — 

And. Say you? — What were we now — Ay! what, 
Bianca — 
Did we not in ourselves — within, within — 
Close nobleness ? No more than what we seem. 
The outward 's nothing, be it ne'er so rich ; 
For if the gem which in the gold is set 
Be flawed, the encircling fumishment but draws 
Men's eyes to note the fenced worthlessness 
Of that which should be precious. — Well ! Bianca : 
Think you our presence here a miracle? 

Bian, Indeed, my lord, you do your servant honor, 
Whose rich possession came not in her dreams ; 
And much I marvel, what in one so poor 
You can be beggar for. 

Duke. Had thy child lived, 

Would she not, even in this passing hour, 
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Have been the opening flower of seventeen summers ? 

Bian. My lord, be merciful : nor touch a string 
Whose trembling shakes my heart. 

Duke. Another, then : — 

But prithee, Lady, if you love us still, 
Turn not accuser — such that tear proclaims you : 
Tis a false witness — strangle it ! — Is not 
This ground, the very earth whereon you stood, 

• 

When, to your beauty hea^t^sick suppliant. 
Your unwise sovereign knelt ? 

Bian. Indeed, unwise -^ 

As the sad after proved, to my heart*s sorrow : 
But yet, to me it stands for hallow'd ground ! 
And here I kneel, and on the blessed sod 
Print true-love's kiss ! 

Duke. Rise ! lovely lady I — rise — 

By heaven ! it wants but little, my resolve 
Here down breaks all at once, unperfected 
Leaving the cloud-break of my jealous doubts — 
Peace, Heart I (Aside) Bianca, on this ill-stan^d spot, 
Stand we again your suitor. 

Bian. And I swear, 

Even by that kiss which sealed my banishment. 
To be in all your servant, my great lord I 

Duke. For the state's exigence, you wot, we Ve chosen 
A noble lady for our royal bride : 
To-morrow sees the espousals ; and whereas, 
Your taste, industrious, to our festivab 
Hath given a name for a most matchless order* 

o 
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Where splendor lives in isgularity -i— 

And plenty, in arrangement right displayed. 

Shows not o'erfuU profusion : such fair fame. 

By giddy deference to stranger hands, 

We would not on such great occasion peril — 

And so, we come your suitor : so it please you 

To be high mistress of the^ ceremonies, 

Your condescension shall for ever bind us, 

And in our heart reap thanks. 

Bian, Oh I — willingly ! 

And much my pride, that' my poor exceUence 

Lives in your memory : 't will be iny joy 

To rule a festival wherein my feast 

Shall be the richest ; where my eyes may take 

Their sweet repast upon my sovereign's face. 

And never surfeit. 

Duke. Still so diamond^C9Bstant ? (Aside) 

Yet further. Lady : if you 'd not disdain 

To wear this same apparel you have on, 

Tho' haply it may lack of ceremony, 

You will enhance twofold our gratitude: 

For the dress like^jis ; and tho' plain, perchance, 

Suits well your state : and what is fit, is fair ; 

So, wear it at the festival. 

Bian. In what garb 

Pleases my lord, I am content to come. 

Duke. Prid^-Proof ? O, Heavens I you 've made her 
heart the soil, 

Where only gK^ws that flower, humility. (Aside.) 
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You have oar thanks, Bianca : we had thought 
Y' had been too proud. 

Bian. I, proud? Bianca, proud ? 

^hen was I proud ? Neyer, but in your favor. 
With which complying, I am still most proud. 
It is not else than fitting, that I, who 
In high-bom presences have sal so oft 
In gaib pre-eminent, should now stand clothed 
In vesture more my birthright, and give place 
To sel^dtitled splendors : it shall be 
As my lord wills. 

Duke. And now, my soul ! end all. (Aside*) 

Yet one entreaty^ — and we beg no more ; 
The bride is a young stranger to 4)ur home ; 
And if 't will please you grant her such kind tendance 
As to yourself 'mid strangers would be welcome. 
The height of our free gratitude shall pass 
Whatever men deem of thankfulness. 

Bian. So much 

Will I perform ; and in the doing find 
Pleasure, to constitute reward enough 
For greater service. 

Duke. Why, then— -'tis past ! 

And glibly speed, ye onward-^ming hours 1 
To throne my joy i' the skies. {Aside). Farewell! Bianca*^ 
You 've bound us wholly : o'ertrip all delay ! 
To-morrow shall be twice a wedding day. [Exit. 

Bian. Now, from your fount, gush tears ! He tries me 
keenly: 
But 1 will prove what deep devdtedness 

o2 
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lives in a woman's heart — Aurelio ? then. 

Weak (evidence I unto your source again ; 

Eyes, be not seen to weep ! 

Enter Aurelio. 
Aur, Sister, I come 

To learn what dire offence Bianca finds 

In her Aurelio, that by this submission 

To petty tyranny (for certain words 

Have in his ears been traitors to your greatness) 

She bids Derision's finger wag against him, 

As one who, unavenging, suffers wrong 

And winks upon dishonor — Why thus be 

Slave of a mad caprice ? 
\ Bian. I Ve but one answer : 

! Duke Andrea is the lord of all my soul, 
= And what he wills, I do. Why, grant he 's mad — 

(And I do fear wild dreams feed on his brain) 

I by refusals should but make ill worse — 

And wound, where I should heal. 
Aur. Ilien was I mad. 

When I did think disgrace upon our house 

Had wreak'd her worst : the last woe is not spent ! 

Heaven help us ! then : I '11 dig a cave i' the earth. 

And buried there, leave shame unto the sun 

And seek my peace in darknesi^. 

Enter Makso. 
Man, Haste ! my daughter : 

The Duke would see us by to-morrow's dawn. 

Aurelio, you will not fail the feast. 

If you have either loyalty, or love 
or sire, or sbter. 
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Bian, Prithee come, Aurelio : ^ 

And if you M be the comforter of wrongs, 
Twere treason 'gamstthe Duke and death to me 
E'er to revenge, you 11 come — I know you 11 come. 

Man. Leave him at once : the time a bankrupt grows, 
Whilst we stand loitering. 

Bian. Say you'll come, Aurelio. 

Aur» I will — I will. 

Bian. Now, fother, I will haste 

As I were speeding to my throne again. 

[Exeunt Manso and Bianca. 

Aur. I 'm pledg'd, then, to this scene — and e'en will 
trick 
Myself in gay apparel, and put on 
A bright face on the darkness of the matter. 
By violence, I wound Bianca's heart 
Far more than heal her honor. Should he load her 
With new indignities, i' the midst of the court 
Will I stand up, and make a brother's love 
Her shield and panoply. Come weal, come woe, 
Her honor is my life — to that I grow ! 



ACT THE FIFTH. 



SCENE I. 

The Way leading to the Palace ofSaluzto* 
Enter Two Gentlemen. 
\st Gent. Is Bianca, then, at court ? 
2nd Gent. So cries report; and, mofeovQr» puts on a 

Q 3 
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lemblance of credibility m the utterance. But rumours, 
indeed, fill the air like gossamers, that whilst we stay 
catching at one, we are overflown by a hundred others. 

Ist Oent. I have heard it stoutly maintained, that both 
Manso and Aurelio will be guests at the festival : but this 
I consider to be without the compass of* belief. 

2nd Oent. Well, Sir ; matters go in the cloak of mys- 
tery — and we that are mere out-door observers, must be 
content to pin our credence to its skirts. The great ones 
from Bologna journey warily : the populace have attended 
them these two hours, and fare well nigh mad to behold 
their new duchess. Tis strange they are not come. 

1st Gent, They reposed last night at his highness' 

country-house, and, I doubt not, will be here, ere time shall 

have told the minutes of another hour. Hark! {Guns 

without and shouts at a distance,) The guns on the 

heights even now proclaim their approach. Let us be 

gazers. [They retire. 

March. On one side enter Peg anus, Valerio, Petro- 

Nio, Ferdinand, Livia, Rosamond and Attend- 

antSy followed by several Spectators, On the other, 

Gualtier and Servants, 

Gual, Great Sir! — bright noble dames! and you, fair 
prince ! — 
My sovereign greets with the All hail ! of welcome 
Your graces to his honpr-gaining court. 
By me, unworthy — and commands me say, 
That at the portal he awaits your coming. 
With heart that is athirst, until it drink 
The salutation of your several loves. 
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Peg. Our brother shows kind favor : so thirst we — 
Even with a longing mated to his ovm — 
Until we greet his highness. Sir, we follow. 

[Exeunt all hut the Two Oentlemen. 
Enter Lucio. 

1st Qent. What, hoi my lord Lucio I make you a race 
with time? 

Luc. Sir, I haste to the court. If you would question, 
urge prolii;j.ty aside. 

2nd Qent. To the court ? my lord ! Methought that 
you and his highness were at variance. 

Luc. Sir, he hath made amends — he hath made 
amends : I go by especial requisition — Would you further ? 

\st Gent. My lord, we would know if report speaks 
truly, when she numbers the lady Bianca among his high- 
ness' guests. 

Luc. Sir; his highness is definitely scrupulous in the 
precise enjoinment of the matter of secrecy ; my finger on 
my lip — and, farewell ! [Exit. 

Und Qent. His ignorance is his secrecy. Come ! Sir — - 
will you home ? [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. 
An Antirroom in the Palace of Saluzzo. 

Enter several Courtiers : to them^ another Courtier. 

\st Cour. Well ? You have seen Bologna's royalty ? , 

2nd Cour. I have : and to note the manner of their re- 
ception by the Duke, was a very feast for eyes : methoa|^t 
the young princess Rosamond would have grown to his 
heart, so closely did he hold her there. She has withdrawn 
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to the state tiring-room — and (would sense believe it?) 
tended by the lady Bianca ! 

3rd Cour. Was ever humility like to this of Bianca ? 
Its marvel — 

I St Cour. Hush ! the sovereigns : away ! let 's to the 
festal chamber t [Exeunt Courtiers, 

Enter Duke, Peoahus, Valerio and Livia. 

Duke. Welcome! most worthy brother: honoured 
Livia! 
Our heart is now thrice rich. Valerio, 
Thou art a noble copy of {hy sire 
In thy fair outward ; be the inward so, 
And thou go'st nigh perfection. Sir. 

Peg. In him, 

You see a rock, to which our heart should cling, 
Were its best fortunes shipwrecked. 

Duke. Gallant pnnce ! 

Will 't please you join the festive company ? 
And, Sir, there is a lady i' the court 
Whose beauty we commend — and whose alliance 
Would rightly fit your greatness : you must woo her. 

Val. My lord, in that — I speak in deference — 
My choice must be my own : tho' eyes admire. 
It nothing follows that the heart should love. 
I go as you command. [Exit. 

Duke. He pays already 

Fond worship to the idol we set up 
For his idolatry : how soon this love 
Turns sel^betrayer ! livia, you say 
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You have instructed Rosamond in all 
These mysteries ? 

Iav. '• She is in all made perfect*: 

And first she stared in wonder ; then she fell 
To weeping on my shoulder — sohb^d, and cried — ' 
Instinctively — Valeria ! — with which word, 
Did I turn conjuror, and in my mind, 
Unlink'd the thick-set chain of all her thoughts- 
Taking it ring from ring. 

Duke. How receives she 

The tendance itf Bianca? 

Liv, Tremblingly: 

As one who bears a heart o'erfuU of feelings 
It may not utter. 

Duke. Prithee, haste I my Livia, 

And do as I have said : my gratitude 
Goes before service. 

Liv. Do not doubt observance. 

Peg, I will lead you. 

[Exeunt Peoahus and Livia. 

Duke. My foot treads on the threshold of delight ; 
And o'er me hangs a golden cloud of joy. 
Ready to burst in dews of ecstasy. 
What gentleness attends on all she does ! 
Love and obedience do divide her being — 
No ill-tuned thoughts hold share : but-* will she keep 
Thus stedfast to the last ? —misgiving fool ! 
My doubts would ding unto a spider-thread ! 
Why — Andrea is beloved for Andrea's sake. 
And so is Andrea happy — No more doubts I 
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Re- enter Peoakits/ 

Peg. . Your Rosamond is djght : the presence-chamber 
Overflows with company, and one and all 
Covet their sovereign's sight 

Duke. But, more the feast : 

Right loyal hearts ! — but they must wait for that : 
There's that to act, which shall delay their revel 
An hour, or tvrain. Well ! at your service, brother : 
The riddler goes to make his riddles dear — 
Such brave solutions come not twice a year ! [Exeunt. 

4 

SCENE III. 
Presence-chamber in the palace of Saluzzo,^-^ A banquet 

arranged on either side. Thrones^ 4rc. in order. 

— « Quests discovered : among them, Valerio, 

Manso, Petbonio and Lucio.. — Flourish. 
Enter the Dvke andVEO AWSy followed by Gaultier, 

Ferdinand and attendants. The Duke and 

Peg AN us ascend their thrones* 
Duke. A right good welcome ! unto each and all, 
Who by their presence lend a grace to that 
Which else could boast no charm — our honor'd ban- 
quet — 
Its honour, you. Petronio, we rejoice 
To see you with our kingdom's chosen, again ; 
And thank you for past service, which, be sure ! 
Is on the tablet of our memory, text — 
Its comment, a premeditate reward, ) 

Equal to your deserving. Good old Manso ! 
The presence of your honorable age, 
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We deem a dignity ; and much shall err, 
If happiness cast not upon your brow 
More sunshine ere you leave us — worthiest Sir ! 
You are most welcome. 

Man, My dread sovereign ! 

To your poor servant you show too much honor : 
Tour words do make him object of all eyes, 

% 

Which most he 'd shun. 

Duke. You are our valued friend ! 

But — see ; the royal bride ! Sweet music, ho ! 
Music. Enter several attendant ladies^ strewing 
flowers before Rosamond, who is led in by 
BiANCA {in her country vest) and Livia. The 
guests rise. The Duke and Peoakus descend 
from their thrones. 
Once more, dear welcome to fair Rosamond ! 
Here on our throne we plant the prettiest flower 
lliat nature ever pamted ! 

[He places Rosamond on his Mron« — and Peg an us 
Li VI A, on his — leaving Bianca standing. 



Now, all knees 
Pay homage due unto Saluzzo's Duchess ! 

[Flourish. The guests kneel and rise. Bianca con- 
tinues standing. 
Will not Bianca kneel ? 

Bian. My noble lord ! 

I am the mistress of these ceremonies. 
By your allowance ; and 'tis therefore just 
I do assume a ruler's privilege : 
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Bat^ 80 it please you, I will show submission 
Such ad becomes a subject. 

Duke. No — I say : 

Be mistress still — and to our noble guests 
Speak a heail-w^lcome ! 

Bian. Nobles of Saluzzo ! 

Let not my mean apparel do you shame : 
Nor hold the feast less worthy, for that one 
So humble lent it order : if it please you, 
Your pleasure is my honor ; and what value 
Lies in a welcome from Bianca's heart. 
Entirely yours. 

Duke, They thank you with their looks* 

And now, Bianca, please you to peruse 
That lady's face : what think you of our choice ? 
Is she not fair? — How say you ? — Is she not 
A jewel in our crown ? — Pass sentence ! Speak ! 

Bian. Indeed, my lord, she doth become her state ; 
And nor a juster form, nor fairer face 
Have I e'er gazed on : be her mind like perfect — 
As sure it is (for honey needs must dwell 
Within the enfoldiugs of so rich a blossom) 
She shall, indeed, show worthy of her place. 
And to call Andrea, lord. 

Duke. You praise what is your own : 

For such in years, in feature, form and mind. 
Should our sweet daughter be. 

Bian. Alas ! — she 's dead. 

Duke, She is not dead. 



sc£V£ III.] womak's love. 73 

Bian. I know she is not dead : 

She lives in heaven. 

Duke. Ay, when she dies, she shall ! 

She is not dead ; — ^for there — for there, she sits — 
In life's most living beauty ! — O, no more ! 
Ladies and lords ! you have misplaced your homage : 
We bade ye kneel unto Saluzzo's Duchess ; 
But unto her ye knelt not — this is she I 
Bianca, she ! — My true, my great Bianca ! 
I have been slave to doubt; and of your love 
Made col<^-h^art trials : I the ruffian — I ! 
That tore your child away — ^there's no divorce — 
Twas a forged instrument we went upon ! 
My village princess ! royal villager ! 
You are my bride, my wife, my queen, my soul, 
My heaven ! — ^and were the Alps one diamond, 
I would not barter thee for all the gem ! 

^e clasps Bianca in his armSy who gazes at him and 
Rosamond alternately — and faints. 

Ros. {taking her hand) Loved lady, wake ! behold 
your daughter here, 
Beggar for blessing ! and submissive vows 
Hear from her love^^ned lip ! Ah, me ! how cold. — 

Man. Great Sir ! Wliat have you done ? A tide of jov 
Drowns my child's life : if so, and there it end, 
Old Manso's in his grave. 

Duke. Stand off !— let the air fan 

Her senses back !— I '11 kiss her into life ! 
Bianca, wake ! why, queen ! why, lady ! — love ! 
Awake to rapture ! — Sweet ! — O, gracious heaven ! 

H 
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If thou art dead, I am sole mtirderer 

Of all the world ; and henceforth bear a brand 

More curst than Cain*s— -See ! see ! — she lives ! she wakes ! 

All lips be mute ! 

Bum. (recovering f and gazing cm Rosamond) If this 

\he slumber last for ever; for such visions 
Have nought so blest in all reality. 
My child ! my lord ! O, I am now in heaven , 
Or if upon the earth — then earth is heaven ! 
Dear daughter ! in your bosom thus, I shed 
A mother's love in tears. 

Duke. O, my vast soul 

Is as a sea of joy ! Hereafter, shall the tale 
Of all my doubts — how my distnistful heart 
Gave to my state the entire attribute 
Of your great love ; and how my jealousy 
Was my life's poison, till it wrought out proofs 
That I, who loved Bianca for herself, 
Was for myself beloved — all this, and more, 
Hereafter shall be matter for grave talk — 
Or, if you will, for merriment. My lords ! 
The cloud that hung upon your sovereign sun 
Is broken ; and the doubts must now stand cleared 
With which you dogged our actions. For this maid^ 
For our procedure we had other reasons : 
We knew our sister's skill in forming youth 
To her own honor's model, and preferred 
Our daughter to her government. Approves she not 
Our trust ? Is she not well named Rosamond ? 
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O ! is she not the rose of all the world ? 

Bian. Unto Bologna's princess am I bound, 
As much a mother to my child in care. 
As I in nature. 

Liv. So my work hath prospered. 

My praise and my reward went with the doing. 

]>uke. And now, what says Valerio to our counsel ? 
This, Sir, 's the lady whom we spake about : 
Is she your choice? 

Peg. Ckxne, Sirrah, be not dumb. 

VaL My Lord, had I to choose from out the world, 
It should be none but Rosamond. 

Duke. Take her, 

And wear her in your heart so tenderly, 
That, shodd she die, that bosom-fire,— remorse, 
May not companion you beside her grave. 
Come, my Bianca ! to my heart again : 
You are now i' the bloom of life, and all our days 
Hereafter shall contend which most shall swell 
Our second date of joy. All you that love 
Your sovereign, your homage right direct : 
Health ! and all hail I unto his peerless queen ! 

All. {knulmg) Health to Bianca ! hail ! 

Bian. Arise, my Lords. 

O, could I coin my heart out in rich words, 
rd stamp a million of pure golden thanks. 
And make tbem current with you* 

Enter Attend€mi$. 

Attend. Please your highness, 

f2 
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He whom you named, 's arrived^ and, as you bade. 
Our fellows stop his entrance. 

Duke. They do well. 

It is your brother, dearest, — mad Aurelio. 

[ Whispers to Bianca aside. 
Bian. O ! with delight, my Lord. Quick ! Rosamond. 

[Exeunt Bianca and Rosamond. 
Duke. Gro, Sirs, and bid Aurelio seek our presence. 

[Exeunt Attendants* 
What think you, Manso, of these freaks of ours? 
Will not Aurelio turn to very statue, 
With mute surprise, to see his sister §bine 
Our Duchess stills 

Man. My gracious sovereign, 

'Twill serve him as a lesson, not to judge 
Of men, or things — ^by semblance. 

Enter Aurelio. 
Duke. Welcome ! Sir : 

You 're a late guest — Yet, welcome ; and we hold 
Your presence as a feast. — See ! your Sire's eyes 
Make you their banquet. 

Aur. This is nought, my lord. 

Peg. Good Sir, 

There are accounts between us : you refused 
Our proffer'd service — ^was it kindly done ? 

Aur. A certain purse 

Sent by the hand of yonder messenger, {Pointing to Fer.) 
Your highness means — Oh, good my lord, your pardon ! 
Alms are for beggars. 
Luc. As are they for alms. 
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Duke, Voice full of music unto Andrea's ear ! 
Oh, my lord Lucio, we are wondrous glad 
To see you here again ; and, worthy Sir, 
Grow wise betimes — take lessons from the hour : * 
And, prithee, in the grave of better thoughts 
Bury sour jealousy. Think on 't, my lord. 

Aur. (aside) Not here, amongst her equals! Can 
she be 
Match'd with his menials ? No — that scarce may hold : 
My Sire's brow is too clear. 

Duke. Why roams Aurelio's eye so restlessly ? 
What is the best you seek ? 

Aur, What is the* best ? 

That which Duke Andrea's deeds to all the world 
Would proclaim worst — O, had we here a best 
Equal to such a worst! My lord, I crave 
My sister's presence : she whose greatness made 
My sum of bliss ; whose downfall wiped all mirth 
Clean from my soul — ^for what poor joys still linger 
Are nought but wrecks ; dim shadows of dead substance — 
Mere grains left in the crucible of life. 
From whence the golden stream hath long been pour'd i 

Duke. The fair Bianca ? — ^is 't of her you speak ? 
Sure she was here bat now ? — and will, no doubt. 
Be visible straight — Be patient ! Sir — Meanwhile, 
Well glad your eyes with a strange-natiiTed star, 
That lights the world by day— our 'bniiid^ we mean : 
It is impossible you are not fiain 
To gaze upon her ? 

Aur, As you will, my Lord. 
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I have no mind to see this fair usurper — 
Hold, heart! (Aside). 

Duke. Now, music !— fill the temple of the soul. 

Thro' the ear's gate ! 

Music. The Duke goes out, and returns tint\ Bi- 
A VGA, in her robes and croum-^leading Rosa- 
mond. 

Behold! Bdiold! 

Aur, Tis she ! 'tis she herself !— T do not dream ! 
O ! be this hour an immortality, 
And my life in it an eternal sprite. 
To live in bliss for ever ! — or if 'tis 
Delusion, let me hug the shadow thus, 
And ne'er clasp substance more ! 

(Catches Bianca in his arms. 

Bian. Beloved Aurelio ! 

Delight is now a sovereign's sovereign. 
And bids her hold her peace. 

Aur. Pardon, great Duke, 

If even now my reason remain traitor 
And hold you stiU, unjust. 

Duke. The gold untried 

Is not so precious as the metal dipt 
Seven Um^ i'the furnace : our Bianca's love 
Is now thrice dear : of this hereafter, iMroth^ 
And friend, Aurelio. Now leave gazing there, 
And look upon this maid : — is she not gentle ? 
Is she not fair ? 

Aur. Most like a royal lady ! 

Duke. Ay ! she is royal — for Duke Andrea's blood 
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Flows in her veins : look up, joy of our joys ! — 
It is our daughter you do gaze upon ! 

Aur. Daughter ? — the lovely Rosamond. 

Duke, My daughter !— 

Do you not note rich beauty's full descent ? 
Is not her mother pictured on her face? 
There gaze — and read, " Bianca "! — Lo ! the child 
Men said I murder'd — I — Duke Andrea, murder'd I 
I murder thee, thou dear one ? — I had rather 
Have given my frame to racks — my soul to fire ! — 
I murder thee ! 

Aur. Upon my knees, for pardon ! 

My future service bid obliterate 
The unwilling wrong Tve done my sovereign. 

Duke Arise ! brave Sir. In this young prince, you see 
The royal bridegroom of this beauteous bride : 
Heaven make their lives all sunshine ! dimm'd at most 
By rainbow showers. Aurelio, we shall place you 
In office of high truit. To your retirement, Manso, 
Since that you will be hermit, we shall oft 
Bring graceless mirth. And now, the banquet ! lords : 
This marriage, after. From our history. 
Draw this : Unhonour'd birth and plain array 
Are oft the veils of beauty and of virtue — 
Goodness is best gentility — and worth 
fs ever worthy from whencesoe'er it springs,. 
From humble coitage^or the seat of kings! 

[The Curtain falls. 

THE END. 



Prinled by Litiiewood & Co. 
Old Bailey. 



^ 



Jiul Pntlulml. 



i 

Hy Uamui JM 



Ktt,i.-NKI.t. OWrNNBt nr, THE rnOUHillE. Hr t 

K«.(.-TII£noUSlK££rED, or.TUE WniTE ROSE. Oylhij 

A«l>«r. Privfk. 
Kd. d.-riU-bUVOLO i at, TtU IHM Of TEUUtimA. 

LlDT. niMrlt. 

No.4.-Tire KIKO-S FOOL: or. IHE OLH MAHJ^CVBI 

J.U. kliKUMitf, M.D. I^rtntt 
Nu.A_TirEC[nArNin-PJ£QB^ut. KATDCldL UMilO. : 

U.ltuenftLt. PmmIi. 
No.e^NICHOLAS FLAM. AlTonNBY-AT-LSW. 

•mm. PkhU. 
No. T.~IIIOIt. LOU. JACK,& TtlE GUtG | or, TIIK CAH1> 1'A.U:^ 

IIt J. lU PuHCH* wd C««iitu !)*»». Prtoi 
Ko.8.— Ur KKKtHBOUB'^ WlTtl. Ily Ai-tatt, Son. 
Nti,J.— UKtJLC JOUN. Dt J. B. y^iiLnan. PritniU. 
Hf>. Kk^-niE DRULAR fiPA. Ily C:ti«*t«« m«i:a. Ptk*u,^ 
Ha.ll.-TIIK WEHDIKU OOWN. OrDounu* JiMott 
Nb. iS~A SOLDIER'S COL'Rmnr. Bi Job* Poou- 
N». U-F. r, I «T. TlIK UAN AND THE TlGEil. Bi Toj 

(■mmu. 
Na.1i.-TIIKm!HXRFLYSaAU- llTH.lt. Ahi 
Nn.1A_TUi:CLUIBth-G BOY. BtR.D.Pmii- PriM«ft| 
N*. to— THE fUNO 1NCUU. Bi G. A. A SM.trrr. Priwb 
Ho. tr.-tS nil'. W'llONO BOX. By R. B Pmii. Price 



No. IB.] 



11431, bl 



[Pb. 1.. 



SON OF THE SUNj 



FATE OF PHAETOJJ: 

A CLASSICAL BDB1.ES()DB OURLETTA, 
IK OKE ACT. 



»ODERN ACTING DRAM.^ 

THE MOST POPULAR PIECES 



[.OXIKIN TBGATKEiS, 



ntovisioKH or the doamatic coptbioht act. 



.IDHN MILLER. HENRIETTA .1TBEEI'. 
COVCNT (iAHDEN 



Sjf- 



l/H3l.b| 



HarVF-rn GoJiejiO Liib ary 

Dei :r:6 307. 

n ■'^■• 

Frank iiiu:;3 .icw • 

K.i' j.'-jsr.n 



THE 



SON OF THE SUN; 



OR, THE 



FATE OF PHAETON. 



@ 



THE 



SON OF THE SUN; 



Oft, THX 



FATE OF PHAETON: 



A CLASSICAL BURLESQUE BURLETTA, 



IN ONE ACT. 



BY 



GILBERT ABBOTT A BECKETT, 

▲CTHOft or ''THX king IVCOO.y** ''tHS ftXTOLT OT THI WOftKHOUSE,** ZTC. 



FIRST PERFORMED 

AT THE FITZROY THEATRE, 

THURSDAY, FEBRUARY ISM, 1834. 



^ 



LONDON: 

JOHN MILLER, HENRIETTA STREET, 

COVENT GARDEN. 

1834 



Haijette and davill, 107, St. Martin'^ Lane, ChariDg: Cross. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 



Jupiter, {holding the thunder , lightning, windSf and the "I 
reins of the celestial government) - - 3 

Apollo, (the Sun, and Father of Phaeton) 
Phaeton, (a young spark, setting every thing on fire) 
Epaphus, (son of a cow, and a hit of a bully) 
Cyc\ops,( a singular illustration of^^eye by itself, eye'* ) 
Vulcan, (one of the numerous family of Smiths) 
Pan, (hirsute in his suit) - - - - - 

Eunis,' fC^^^^i^'I^g**^-^ characters " ' { 

The Earth, (a revolutionary character) - - - 
Bacchus, (accustomed to wine, but never out of spirits) 
The Rain, (one of the powers that be) 
Lightning, (the original Flare-up) - - - 

And the Role (as the French say) of the Thunder 
Cupid, (a little boy, attached to High-men, Hymen) 



Mr. Perry. 

Miss Crisp. 
Miss Chaplin 

Mr. M ANDERS. 

Mr. Gough 

Mr. Rogers. 

Mr. Upsdell. 

Mr. Norton. 
Mr. Wilson. 

Mr. Jones. 

Mr. Crowther. 

Mr. Edwards. 

Mr. Richards. 

Mr. Thompson. 

Mast. Thomas. 



Venuii,( a beauty, giving her countenance to theFancyFair) Mrs. Manders. 
Juno, (a yellow stocking, patronizing the blue stockings) Miss J. Cooke. 
Minerva, (conceived by Jupiter, all out of his own head) Miss Orme. 
llehe, (who should a she be) .... Miss Holmes. 

C\ymeBe,( having committed a faux pa*, and maqf Phaeton)M.RS, Pearce. 



Thalia ^ 

Melpomene 

Clio 

Euterpe 

Terpsichore \ 

Polyhymnia 

Erato 

Urania 

Calliope 



(Mrs. Holmes. 
Miss Eldrioe. 
Miss Nash. 
M^lI^MarIe 
benign influence of the Honey Hair Miss Peace. 

Mrs. Rogers. 
Miss Barton. 
Mrs. Lock. 



THE 



SON OF THE SUN; 



OB. THB 
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SCENE I. 

A Fancy Fair ^ for the benefit of the distrened Mutes, under the 
immediate patronage of her most Gracious Majesty Juno* 
77^6 Stage fitted up with stalky having the names of Venus, 
MiNERVAy and others of the Goddesses who are stationed be- 
hind them. PHABTONy Vulcan, Pan, one qfthe Ctclopk, 
Epaphus, ^c, ^c,y promenading. 

Market Chorus.— (AfoMitie/Zo.) 

CoMX hither, all who wish to buy, 
And patronixe our Fancy Fair ; 
WeVe quisling glaMet for the eye. 
And rich Maeawar for the hair ! 
Come, buy my bear's-grease, none to fine*- 
Here*s patent brandy, tparfcltng wine ; 
'Tis I that aril tbebest, 'tis I, 
Come hither all who with to buy ! 

Juno. Come all and purchase, — ^none can sore refuse 
To yield, while here, a little to a-Muse. 
'Tis a hard thing, indeed, I must confess. 
To find the sacred Nine in such distress. 
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Phaet. Those royal lips can never plead in vain ; 
Be good enough to put me up that chain. 
But what has fair Minerva brought to sell ? 

Miner. The Penny Mag. ; and I'll a secret tell — 
Tis edited — let it no farther go — 
By Minosy the Lord Chancellor below ! 

Phaet. Indeed ! and what has lovely Venus brought ? 

Venus. Oh ! I have charms to sell of every sort- 
Here is a wash to mollify the skin. 

VuL. Let's have a little for my grizzly chin. 

Venus. This powder will remove superfluous hair. 

Pan. I'll have six-penn'orth, for my legs, I swear ! 

Venus. I've everything — ^false teeth, false hair, false nose. 
Splendid false eyes ! 

C Y CL. Eyes ! I' 11 h ave one of those. 

So that no more the little boys shall cry out, 
" See there he goes, poor fellow ^ with his eye out!** 

Phaet. Upon my honour, Venus, I declare, 
I never saw you looking half so fair ! 
To deal in charms, you are adapted well. 
Having yourself so large a stock to sell! 

Venus. Indeed you flatter. 

Phaet. *Pon my soul, not I ! 

I do but speak the tnith. 

Epap. (^Aside,) Now, that's a lie ! 

That puppy Phaeton is always talking 
Soft stuff to Venus; I'm resolved on balking 
The fellow's coxcombry — his only trade is. 
To play the fool with the celestial ladies ! 

Phaet. (to Venus.) I'll take this pot of bear's-grease. 

Venus. Thank you— there, 

'Twill give a rich luxuriance to your hair. 
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Epap. (advancing io Phaet.) I think, young many you did not 

want that stuff, 

You give yourself already airs enough. 
Phaet. Indeed ! you think so ? Have a care, sir, do ; 

My air* don't end in giving blown to you ! 
Epap. Your blows would pass me Hke the idle breeze ; 

Yourself I scorn, and at your threats I sneeze. 
Venus. How's this ? Pray, gentlemen, don't make a row ! 
Phaet. Daring to talk to me — son of a cow ! 
Epap. A cow, sir, did you say ? 
Phaet, Yes, sir ; for lo. 

Your mother, was one, — that you can't deny O ; 

And if we knew it not (excuse my laugh). 

Her son would shew it, being such a calf! 
Epap. This is too bad ! and now, sir, I'm inclined 

To let yon know a little of my mind. 
Phaet. He's going to speak his mind ! — his mind, oh ! lord. 

Poor calf, of course, he will not say a word. 
Epap. Won't I though? Of my mother youVe made fun, 

Apollo — 
Phaet. Is my father — and the sun. 

Epap. Your father ? nonsense ! so you have been taught; 

But take my word, he's nothing of the sort. 

He's no relation ; there is not a link 

Between you ; so he's farther than you think ! 
Phaet. That I'm Apollo's son, then, you deny ? 

(Epaphus nodi assent.) 

For this you'll make me an ^poUo-gy ! 
Epap. Think *st thou that I will e'er, presumptuous youth. 

Apologize for having said the truth ? 
Phaet. I'll make you eat your words, whate'er may follow. 
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Epap. You make me est them ?— -that I camiot swallow. 
Phaet. You*ve set my brains on fire, and do DOt doubt 

That you shall meet me ! 
Epap. What ! to blow 'em out? 

Meet me to-morrow at one^ 

And then we a duel will figfat ; 
Remember to eome quite alone, 

To the cloud tbat*s just round by the right. 

You must promise to come« for Vwe said 

From no one no nonsense I'd take, — 
Bring buUets— though in that thick head 

You*Te the stuff half-a-hundred to make. 

Venus. Pray, Mr. Epaphus, let me entreat 

You will not go that hasty youth to meet. 
Epapii. Madame, Vm sorry ; but the fellow must 

Pay for his prank by laymg down his dust. 
Venus. Oh, post him ! — get the little boys to hoot him ; 

In fact, dear sir, do any thing but shoot him. 

Write him a letter, do not run him through — 

Epistolary measures sure will do. 
Epaph. They will, perhaps ; but not the sort you choose — 

Pistois, and not E^-pistles, we must use. 



CHORUS. 
** Away, away, to the fnountain^M brow" 

Away ! away ! to Olympus now, 

Where the nectar*s brightly flowing ; 

Away ! away ! to Olympus now. 
Where the Winds their clouds are blowing. 
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Of aitides now weVe no more to sell^- 

WeVe had such a prosperous day ; 
How the cash the lank purse of the Muses will swell— 

Their debts they'll be able to pay. 

Away! away! &c. (Sxtunt omne$.) 



SCENE II. 

Apartment in the House of Cltmene. 

Enter Clymene and Phaeton, l. h. 

Phaet. Fm in a fury, — ^tell me now, by Gemini, 

Am I Appollo's son ? Speak, Mrs. Clymene. 
Clym. What means my boy ? 

Phaet. Speak, Madam, — who begot me ? 

Clym. Well here's a nice kick up indeed — od rot me ! 

Apollo is your father. 
Phaet. Say you so ? 

Clym. Yes ; and, indeed, I think I ought to know. 

But what has, with these doubts, your head been 
filling?— 

Has Phoebus cut you off without a shilling ? 

Has he your pocket money lately stopp'd? 

Tell me, my son, is your allowance lopp'd ? 

Or what has made you thus distracted run. 

Thinking yourself no farther Phoebus' son ? 
Phaet. 'Tis none of these ! I've had my weekly pittance^ 

Uncheck'd has been my usual remittance ; 

But Epaphus has just now dared to hint 

That which I fear — I hope there's nothing in't. 
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Clym. My son, these cruel doubts of yoivs distress me. 

Think's tthou that I don't know your &ther ?— bless 
me! 

That slanderer, Epaphus, I will indict him. 
Phagt. Pooh! that is useless, — I intend to fight him. 

If I do prove him false, I'll let his soul 

Out of his body by a bullet hole. 
Clym. I fear you doubt me still — perhaps you'd rather. 

For satisfaction, go and see your father. 

Go seek his palace, then, incredulous youth. 

He'll let you know whether I speak the truth. 

He can inform you every thing about it ; — 

Go ! for you'll not be satisfied without it. 
Phaet. I will ; — but be not angry that I seek 

Corroboration of the words you speak — 

I'll knock that Epaphus into next week. 



AIR — Phaeton. 
*^ Are you angry, mother 9** 

Are you angry, mother, mother? 

Oh ! no, no ! no, no ! 
Should 1 undecided go? 

No, no, no I no, no ! 
or your fame, when they make light. 
Am I wrong to learn the right ? 
Mother, I feel the charge he brings 
Is the most serious of things. 
You may, perhnps, have been too gay— 

( She threatens him. ) 
Well forgive me, mother, pray. 
Be not angry, motlicr, mother, with your son — 
One cross look would spoil his fun ; 
Be not angry, mother, with your son. 

(Exeunt, l. ii.) 
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SCENE III. 

Olympus. 

Apollo discovered^ surrounded hy. the Muses. 

CHORUS OF MUSES. 

" Ghnous ApoOor 

Glorious Apollo ! from on high beheld us 

Wandering to find a temple for his praise ; 
But, when below, there was nobody upheld us — 
We could get nought to clothe us but our bays. 
All were combining, 
Heart and purse joining. 
Us to degrade in all sorts of ways. 

fPas aeul hy Tisfsichorc. ) 

A POL. Vax glad to see you back again, dear ladies. 

The worst of specs below I fear your trade is. 

You've been in London, and your faded looks 

Shew me you were not in the folk's good books. 
Thalia. Good books ! I saw none; and 'tis very true 

We Muses with their books have nought to do. 
Apol. Grub-street, I hear, you made your favorite seat. 
TuA. *' Lucus a non lucendo** Grub from nought to ecU. 
Apol. Well, but you've staid a precious time below ; 

Something of your adventures I would know. 

Clio, how came you on ? What was your fate. 

Whose province 'tis great deeds to celebrate ? 
Clio. Oh ! I was out of work, because I vow 

Great deeds to celebrate there are none now. 
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Apol. Eaterpe, Music's Muse, I nnderstand 

That you had lodgings somewhere in the Strand. 
EuT. Oh ! the Lyceum ! yes ; I had a bout of it 

For a short time, untQ they burnt me out of it 
Apol. Melpomene, Thalia, — still remain 

Your temples, I suppose, near Drury-lane ? 
Thal. Our temples ! Yes ; as usual they stand. 

Extensively superb, and coldly grand. 

But, oh ! the worship's wholly chang'd ! Ah me ! it is 

A cruel thing — they've tum'd out us poor deities. 

My friend Melpomene's dagger, and her bowl. 

Are in the clutches of a noisy soul. 

With Madame Melodrama for her name. 
Apol. That's downright usurpation. 
All. Shame ! oh, shame ! 

Thal. And as for me, my place — a pretty pass ! — 

Is taken by a vulgar thing, called Farce. 
Apol. But where is Shakspeare ? 
Thal. Bless me, don't you know ? 

Shakspeare is trampled on. 
Apol. By whom ? 

Thal. Ducrow. 

Apol. Too bad, upon my honour. Muse of Dance — 

Terpsichore — I hear youVe been in France. 
Thal. Yes ; and she's even there by proxy yet. 

You've heard that Taglioni is her pet. 
Apol. And Polyhymnia, sweet Muse of Song, 

Have they on earth, dear maid, done thee, too, wrong ? 
Thal. Yes ; she encountered many a sad disaster ; 

And so resigned. 
Apol. To whom ? 

Thal. To Madame Pasta ! 
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Apol. Well, never mind ; bright days may yet await 
You all ; and I am very glad to state — 
The fitncy fair has realized a sum 
Which will amount to nearly half a plum. 

Th AL. So much Bs that ? you please and quite astound one. 
A plum is a large sum indeed — a round one. 

Apol. Yes ; and I hope 'twill give you handsome dowers. 
MuseSy you know, like love, can't live on flowers. 

Enter Phabton. 

Phaet. Ladies — ^your servant. Phoebus, how d'ye do ? 
Apol. I'm pretty well, I thank ye. How are you ? 
Phaet. Rather so-so (lookif^ towards the Muses). 
Apol. What is it that you drive at ? 

Phaet. I want to have a little talk in private. 
Apol. Ye Nine ! get out ; there's nought to be polite 

about. 

So take up each your pens ; and now face right 
about. 
Thal. Whose fiice are we to write about ? 
Apol. Why mine. 

Your own or any, — but, abscond, ye Nine. 

(Exeunt Muses.) 
Phaet. Father, Fm brought here by a horrid taie. 
Apol. Methinks your legs had been of more avail. 

But to your errand ! What d'ye want with me ? 
Phaet. Merely to tell me who the deuce I be. 
Apol. You surely do forget yourself, my son ; 

Or of your father come to make vile fun. 
Phaet. Oh, say the word again ! Are you my &ther ? 
Apol. Upon my honour, I believe so rather, 
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Unless yoiir worthy mother, Mrs. Clym., 
Was guilty of the Ckm. below called Crim, ; 
But I believe she really was above it ; 
They say you are my son ; and don't this prove it? 

{Givei Phabton a paper.) 

Phaet. Indeed thb document doth volumes speak — 
" Affiliation*' — " half-a-crown a week." 
I wonder that they did*nt thicker lay it on : 
So cheaply now one couldn't keep his Phaeton. 
Such evidence as this there's no gainsaying — 
None but a father would.his son be paying. 

Apol. And now, to further prove that you're my son, 
Ask favoiu^, and Til yield them. 

Phaet. Grant but one ! 

Ai»0L. With pleasure ; any thing, my boy, to prove 
The full extent of my paternal love. 

Phaet. Lend me then. Sire, your curricle and pair, 
Through the ethereal blue to take the air. 

A POL. My blazing curricle ! oh, mad desire ! 

To take the aitj my son ; — you will Xskefire .' 
Ask something else, though this I e*en must grant 
Unless you change your mind. 

Phaet. Papa, I sha'nt ! 

Apol. Consider well ; there's not a soul but I 
Can guide that chariot along the sky ! 
E'en Jove, who holds the reins of heaven, dread;< 
To take in hand my pair of thorough breds. 
No omnibus that rolls down Holborn Hill 
Requires equal strength or equal skill ! 
I tell you, not the finest whip in town 
Would dare to drive my pracls two stages down. 
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Phaet. Father^ I am resolved ! — taken my course is ! 
Apol. Well, if it must be so, it must. (To pertans wUh- 

out,) Put to the horses. 

DUO. — AroLLO AMD PHAXTOH^^Za SonnambukuJ 
" Oh I I eannot give txprtuUm*** 

Apollo. Oh ! I cannot give expression 

To my most sincere impression, 

That you*d better have discretion, 

And leave my coach alone. 
Phaxt. Oh, no, no, 

'Tis no use i^pealing. 

For I*m resolved on feeling 

The ecstacy of wheeling 

Through endless space alone. 

Yes, that is the only measure 

To prove I*m my father's treasure 
Since he lets me drive alone. 

Yes, it is the only measure. 
No ! *tis no use appealing, &c. 
Apollo. Ah, to destruction be not prone. 

Oh ! I cannot give expression, &c. (Extwd,) 



SCENE IV. 

A Valley. 

Enter Epaphus, r. h. 

Epaph. This is the place ; — the hour is very near 
For meeting Phaeton. Oh ! I feel queer. 
Fighting 's a veiy pretty thing to talk about. 
But not to do ! Pve not the strength to walk about. 
Each moment that I wait my fears increase : 
There is one hope still left me — the Police ! 



AIR.-EPAPin:s.-HoFER. fRossini.J 

"Beautiful War,'* 

To their aeoonds the duellists bluster 

Each thinking hit foe is coy. 
And at length thej ccNir«ge muster 

To meet though it both annoj. 

^E'UalaUliniUiiorl 
2See the feoondt paoe the ground, 

n^u ,. ^ ^'■•^lalirel.lor! 

Both the foe% in thought profound. 

Lire la Im lira hi lor ! 
Gaie on the kerchief wav'd before^ 

I'ira Ui la Ura U lor I 
Horrible bore j 

Horrible bore ! 

Oo and boast of duels fought— 

I-iro la Ui lira la lor I 
le who of them do know nought; 
Those who do will only roar- 
Terrible bore ! 
Terrible bore! 

Enter Phaeton, l. h. 

Phaet. WeU, Mr. Epaphns, how do you feel,^ 
Bolus of lead dhefMnr, «.••^^/-^ ^- i 
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Phast. Then, Sir, apologize ! Am I the son 

Of great ApoUo ? (Presents pUioL) 
Epaph. Yes !— of any one. 

Phast. Then pray, Sir, say not one word more about it ; 

I won't be shot. I'm satisfied without it ! 
EIpaph. And so am I ; but, lest our courage should 

Be doubted by the world, just be so good 

To perforate my vestment with your foil. (Phaeton 
does so,) 

Thank you ! and thus your garment do I spoil. 
Phaet. Now, then, I go my father's steeds to drive, 

On which account I'm glad I kept alive« 

DUET. — PHAiTOy Avo ErAraui. 
Aiw-« (TrtM HUU of Tyr^" 

Phaet. You ebose to-day, at the Baiaar, 

Rude things to say about my Pa ; 

But, as it is, you see 

Tou hare explained to me, 

Or you would never be 

Where now, Sir, you are. 
Eyayh. Well, let's be still, nor talk of war, 

For me to kill would be a bore. 

I*m very glad you see 

I have explained to thee ; 

For there's no wish in me 

Pother world to explore! 



{SxtwUj ». B.) 
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SCENE V. 

Olymptu. 

Jupiter seated on his throne^ surrounded hy ike Winds, Rain, 
Lightning, Gods, Goddesses, ^c, 

CHORU&— (AuBBB.) 

Jove is a nioe old fellow ! 
Awful, indeed, is his frown ; 
His voice, if he choose to bellow. 
Could knock all his subjects down. 

JupiT. You're right, it could. Now listen while I say. 
What you've respectively to do to-day. 
Rain, you'll be wanted down on earth an hour, 
To give the Londoners a gentle shower. 
And you must to St. James's Park, my Thunder, — 
There's an old tree or two to knock asunder. 
My worthy Boreas to the Thames may go 
And give the cockney mariners a blow : 
In wherries, where the sails are loose, just tighten 

'em; 
Now mind you don't upset them ; only IBrighten 'em : 
Attend to my commands. I'll tell you what, 
We feel our throne is getting deuced hot, — 
What can it be ? Has the Sun brought too near 
His fiery chariot ? — Send Aj)ollo here. 

(Enter Apollo.) 

Oh, here you are I Pray can you me inform 
What is it makes the skies so very warm ? 
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Afol. Dread Jove ! my son has got my car to-day with 

him. 

And Vm afraid the steeds have run away with him. 
JuPiT. Why did you let him have it ? 
Apol. He would take it. 

JupiT. If he comes near Olympus^ zounds ! he'll bake it. 
Apol. Spite of remonstrance, and repeated warning. 

Off he would start at six o'clock this morning. 

AIR— Apollo.— HoFMB. (22of«ti»t.) 

'* Sweetly <m the wingt of Morning, " 

Fleetly off at six this morning 
Phaeton did sally. 

Hi, hi, hi, hi ! 

Though I gaTe him ample warning, 
That he did not vaUle, 

Hi, hi, hi, hi ! 

Flame, the horses' nostrils breathing. 

On they gallop pretty well ; 
He through clouds and aether wreathing. 

Thinks he's cutting quite a swell ; 
But, ere long, the steeds get wrong, 

In fiirious gallop raging, 
And he plies the rigorous thon^ 

Without their pace assuaging,-— 
Horses galloping — he still walloping — 

Steeds, with fire hot reeking, 
Turnpikes clearing — tolls not fearing — 

Man for money shrieking ; 
Till the gate of heaven clearing. 

Through the skies he bolts away,*- 
He will soon, I fear, be veering 

Up about this very way. 

Tea, yes, off at six this mornings 
Phaeton did sally, &c. ! 
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JcPiT. What* 8 to be done ? ApoUo, you're hie aire I 
Can I permit him thus to set on fire 
These realms above? fi»r in that case» what hinders 
Our oiheM being settled — ^bumt I0 cinden t 
We have no engines on the flames to spout^ 
With ingenuity to put them out. 
What's to be done for my abode to save it ? 
Oh, ho ! come hither. Mercury, I have it,-— 
Run and tell Vulcan straight a bolt to foige; 

(Exit MfiRCURT.) 

Or send one ready by him; for, by Oeoige! 
This Phaeton will be on us with his car 
Before we know precisely where we are. 

(Phaeton passes rapidly ahng the back of the 
stage — the chariot all in fiames^ ^<7.) 

We shall be burnt. Is their no shower at hand ? 

No, I forgot, — I sent one to the Strand ! 

This youth does into such a fever throw me. 

Come hither, Boreas, where are you ? Blow me ! 
Venus. You said the Thames his presence would require. 
JuPiT. Why, surely, no one's set the Thames on fire ; 

But never mind,-~ Venus, supply his place. 

Give me a blow — a good one — in the face ! 

(Venus comes up, and puffs in Jupfter's /ace. 
Earth raises up his head at the hack of 
the stage,) 

JuPiT. Well, Earth, how are you? Welcome, — let me 

toast thee ! 
Earth. Upon my word, I think you want to roast me. 
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If you'd destroy me^ with your thunder pelt me ! 

But aoften, Jove, yourBelf, and do not melt me ! 

Don't let me perish thus, my Father trusty. 
JupiT. I see you're baking, for you're getting crusty, — 

Should you catch fire, Til put you out. 
Earth. What said he ? 

Zounds ! 'tis enough to put me out already. 
JuPiT. Where's Neptune? Can't he cool you, noisy elf? 
Earth. Neptune's been on the boil this hour himself. 

Well, I must go at once, before I choke, 

I'm nearly suffocating — curse the smoke ! 

(Earth descends,) 
Enter Mercury. 
MfiR. Here is the bolt, great Jupiter ; it weighs 

Just half a hundred weight, old Vulcan says. 

{Owes holt to Jupiter.) 
J UP IT. Pardon me, Phcebus, that I kill your son— 

I hope you're satisfied it must be done. 
Apol. Your Majesty would not be safe without it ; 

Therefore don't say another word about it. 
.f upit. Now all ye rains, expend each watery spout ; 

Ye thunders, roar ; ye lightnings, too, fork out. 

{He discharges the thunderbolt, amid a general noise of wind, 
rain, ^c, and the sobbing of the characters.) 

AIR & CHORU&— (loit^iUii^ Ckonm, Dtr FrtUehviz,} 

Apollo avs Cho&vi. 

Wbj, good people, are you erying ? 
Id the river some one*8 lying? 
*Tis my poor drown'd foo I know.. 
Jore hif killed him— ob, ob, oh ! 

(Crfing Chmrmt,) Ho^ Imh ho ! 
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Apol. Alas ! I told him what would be his &te. 
But he would drive my car at any rate. 
But, Jove, relent — although my son took fire. 
Oh, let his ducking also cool your ire. 

JupiT. We]l,let him come to life; 'tis true we drench'd him. 
But we are satisfied if we have quench'd him ; 
Our royal clemency, sure, none can doubt — 
He may come in, as he has been put out 
Enter Phaeton. 

Phabt. (Ruihing to Apollo). Receive me safe finom water 

and fit>m fire. 
Be cheerful now, and sigh no more, my sire. 

Apol. My son, how feel you ? 

Phaet. Why, the fall was such, 

Fm giddy. 
JuPiT. Oh, you've had a drop too much. 

PuAET« But here are fiiends to give a helping hand, — 
If they will but support me, I shall stand. 

Apol. And let me hope the horses of the Sun, 

Like horses elsewhere, long may have a run. 
Their steeds and cars let others idly brag on, 
We wish our chariot to have no drag-on ; 
And though an overflow is our desire, 
Throw not cold water on our Phaeton's fire. 
You won't ! — those smiles possess such influence 

o'er us. 
Our crying's changed into the laughing chonis. 

AIR — Afollo— AND Choeus. 
Since our gambols do delight you, 
Come to-morrow — we invite you, 
Smiling as e'en now you are, 
While we join with ha, ha, ha ! 

(Laughing Chonu, J Ha, ha, ha: 

FINIS. 
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SCENE I. 



T%e interior of the Workhatue ; through an open arch behind 
is the Court-yard; on the P. s. ft a door which leads 
to the female ward. Mahomst Muggins is seated on a 
pkUfomiy 0.P.9 surrounded by the workhouse oficers. 

Grand Chorus. (Fra Diavolo,) 

AIR— <" On fimdtr rock rwKmi^") 



Ow yonder chair reposing, 
Behold our Workhouse King in sUte : 
Full of wisdom is his pete ; 
TeSy endliis power is greet. 

Where'er he pokes his nose in, 
l^oe flics before his angrj brow ; 
And there** none so well knows how 
To settle e workhouse row, 

IVemble! 
When with his cene he*s beeting. 
You'll hear their squalls repeating^ 

Oh, Gemini ! oh, Gemini! oh, Gemini ! 
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Mug. That's right, good folks, — I love to hear yoa sing 

Songs of affection to your workhouse king ; 

Since king I am ; though my parental sway 

Is only over paupers, let me say, 

Fm not the only sovereign, I fear. 

That rules o'er pauper subjects. 
Omnes. Hear ! 

Shebps. Ah! hear! 

{A violent ring is heard at the bell.) 
Mug. That ring proclaims there's some one at the gate. 

Ah ! 'tis our beadle with a broken pate. 

(Enter ISMAEL Skullcraok with a patch of blood on hia 

temple,) 

My worthy Skullcrack, how I grieve to see 
That broken pate. Why, Lord a mercy me ! 
Where did you get it ? — have you had a squabble 
With any of the filthy vulgar rabble ? 

Skull. As I was wdkiiig with my staff in hand 

Down the most crowded quarter of the Strand, 
Giving at intervals official whacks 
To sundry little urchins, on their backs, 
I saw a sight which didn't ought to be — 

Mug. Speak quickly ; what the devil did you see ? 

Skull. A fiiiit woman exposing her effects 

For sale ; and so. Sir, as the act directs, 
I took her into custody. 

Mug. 'Twas well. 

Without a license 'tis a crime to sell ; 
For, says the law, none shall have chance to live, 
Unless they first a sum in tax can give. 
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But if they can't, I see no reason why 

They ought to wish to live. 
Shrbps. No more don't I. 

Muo. Buty Skullcrack, you are from your story led. 

Come, let your tale explain your broken head. 
Skull. Well, as I said before, I seized a dame 

Selling of apples, when a cry of '^ shame !" 

Burst from the populace, and all there present 

Began to pelt me. 
Sheeps. Bless me, how unpleasant ! 

Skull. It was ; and then there came a dread&l volley 

Of hot baked taturs. 
Sheeps. Lord, how melancholy ! 

Skull. ** Rescue the 'oman !*' then became the cry ; 

And cabbage leaves came thick into my eye. 

The mob at this began to kick and shin me ; 

Then all at once the beadle rose within me. 

My staff I brandished thus — both right and lefr. 

On every side a skuU or two was cleft — 

The people fell around — my foes were floored ; 

And in the end my prisoner secured. (MuJtic Bas.) 
Mug. Thy deeds are valiant; well your tale you've 

^>oken ; 

Your honour's whole, although your head is 
broken. 

Tarry with us a while ; because to-day 

The female ward a visit have to pay. 
Skull. The female ward ! does it ? Egad ! FU stay. 
Muo. Go, Sheepshanks, and the women paupers briug 

Into the presence of the workhouse king. 

(Exii Sheepshanks, u.s. l.h.) 
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I can assure you, Skullcrack, they possess 
Among them a good share of loveliness. 
But here they come ; look, be yourself assured, 
. For hither comes the fi»nale pauper ward. (MuiicJ) 

Enter the whole of the Female Ward frwn a door on 

the left hand. 

Skull. {Aside,) Methinks I know that form ; is it my love? 
But by one question I the fact can prove. 
{Aside to Aram I NT A.) Sold you not apples in the 
Strand last winter ? 

Aram, I did. 

Skull. Enough ; it is my Araminta ! 

How can I get to have a little talk ? 
Oh, I'll beg for ye all to have a walk. 

Mug. Well, valiant Skullcrack, don*t the paupers' charms 
Make one disposed to seek their precious arms ? 

Skull. They are, indeed, dear creatures; but, by goles. 
They are too much confined — the pretty souls — 
So let me beg, by all my triumphs past, 
By checks on omnibuses going too fast, 
By informations laid against late hours 
At public-houses — by — in fact, the powers, 
I wish to ask a favour. 

Mug. Cut along, — 

ril grant it, Mr. Skullcrack, right or wrong. 
We like a beadle knowing what he's afler, — 
Quelling, in church, the little urchin's laughter. 
A man, in fact, who walks the streets in doubt. 
And breaks a head to find a mystery out ; 
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Who, in a crowd, belabours right and left, 

So making sure the proper head is cleft. 
Skull. I'm glad you think I do my duty right, 

For cracking skulb was always my delight. 

But my request — a holiday I seek 

For the whole female ward. 
Mug. Mind what you speak. 

Skull. Grant me the boon if any how you're able. 
Mug. Let your petition lie upon the table — 

But who are these approach our Workhouse board ? 

Enter Sheepshanks, u. e. l. h. 
Sheeps. The new additions to the female ward. 

Enter Amelia, Mollt Chub, Judt, and Sally Slack. 

Skull. Come forth!— who are you dl? — But the first thing. 
You'll make your courtesies to the Workhouse" 

king. — (thet^ do so.) 
That's right ! now, what comes next ? stop, let me 

see — 
Ah ! now down on your marrow-bones to me. 

(Mey do so,) 

That public justice may be well protected, 
'Tis right her officers should be respected. 
Down to the lowest ! So, you paupers, hark ! 
Pay your obeisances to yonder Clerk. 

( They commence doing so with great humility,) 

Stop — not so much as that ; there are degrees 
In rank ; to me you fell upon your knees — 
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A gentle bow for him — there is a leedU 
Difference, I think, 'twixt workhouse clerk and 

beadle. 

(The^ how MUghily to Sheepshanks.) 

Ah 1 that will do. The governor will now 
Ask you some questions,— ^on't forget to bow. 

Mug. Approach ! your names inform me in a crack. 

Molly. Moll Chubb! 

Am EL. Amelia ! 

Judy. Judy ! 

Sally. Sally Slack ! 

Muo. How come yon here to lay your lazy heads 
In luxury upon the parish beds ? 
Moll Chubb, speak first — What were you out of 
doors? 

Molly. What was I ? why a woman, sir, in course. 

Skull. No insolence ! the master wants to know 
What was your calling. 

Molly. Calling ! why sprats, ho / 

Mug. Now then, Amelia, tell me — what were you ? 

Amsl. Your worship, Fve been in the fiph line, too — 
I was an oyster girl, and had a stall 
At a street corner, very near St. Paul. 

Mug. Your business did not thrive, I fear. 

Am EL. Oh Lord ! 

Indeed it did ; for, daily round my board 
Both great and little, rich and poor, did throng. 
Demolishing the natives all day long. 

Molly. Poor things, T wonder no one e'er adraonislied Vm. 
Eating the natives must have so astonishe;.! 'ejn. 
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Mu6. Keep silence, can't you, woman ! Now, my dear. 

Tell me what sad reverses brought you here. 

Amel. 'Grainst an attorney's door my stall, sir, stood, 

And so they drove me off. 
Mug, Ah ! very good ; 

You know, my child, it was against the law. 

Molly. No, that it wasn't — 'twas against the door. 

Omnes. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Muo. Now, Judy, as you call yourself, by name. 
Tell me the reason why you hither came. 
What was your bus'ness ? 

J I DY. Bus'ness, did you say ? 

Nothing, at last ; — with corresponding pay. 
When times was good, I had been used to stand 
At market, with my basket in my hand. 
To carry fruits and flowers from Covent Garden ; 
But, Lord ! the season has been such a hard un. 
There ar'nt no vegetables now to fill 
A basket for my head. 

Molly. About you still 

You have some vegetables. 

.1 1: D Y . What are those ? 

Molly. Why, ma'am, a little reddish is your nose ; 
And though you've got no basket on the top, 
Your head of carrots bears a precious crop. 
With your vile insolence my blood you chum up. 
If my nose is a reddish, your s, ma'am, is a turn-up. 
Silence, you women ! stop your noisy clack ! 
Let's have a word with Mrs. Sally Slack. 
How came you to the workhouse? — what were you? 

SiiLLY. I was a lady. 



Jl'DY. 



Mro. 
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Molly. Comei that wont do. 

Sally. Indeed I was ; I bellowed « spratB" all nighty 

And called out ** hareskinB" by llie morning light. 
My time dividing 'twixt my evening iawls. 
Like other ladies, and my morning caUa. 

Mug. But of your coming here, explain the reason. 

Sally. Your honour, hares and sprats is out of season. 

In March, you get no hares, but when you go out, 
And find old Boreas giving of a blow out, 
Then I get airs enough, but not the kind 
Of hares that I must have to raise the wind. 

Muo. Enough ! you're members of the workhouse now. 
And mind you never kick up any row. 

Skull. But my petition — may the women go 

To take a little walk ? — ^now don*t say no. 

Mug. Well, as I'm in good humour, sir, they may. 

Skull. Liong live the workhouse king! hurra! 

Oajxes. Hurra! 

{Dance. — Scene closes.) 



SCENE II. 

^n Apartment in the Workhouse. 

Enter Araminta. 

Aram. 'Tis Ismael Skullcrack fills alone my breast ; 
He takes it all, and love has got the rest. 
In vain does Mahomet Muggins urge his suit- 
Compared with Ismael, Mahomet is a brute. 
About the latter, there's I don't know what,- 
*Tis not the lace that glitters on his hat — 
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'Tis not the staff he carries in his hand, 

(His salary is good, I understand.) 

But, hence with worldly thoughts ! none are above him : 

Good gracious me ! I love— oh, how I love him ! 

SONG. 

Aia— (Prow GcaTATus)— « Ihve Atm— Aow I loot him r 

I lore him — bow I lore him ! 

Oh, mine I hope he soon will be ! 
Muggins, who is above him. 

Is smaller fiur to me. 
He stands five feet, by measure : 
I want no greater treasure : 
To see him is a pleasure, 

And ask htm out to tea- 
Deep, deep in my breast I conceal 

The fierce flame that heats me ; 
Ne*er, ne*er e'en to him shall mj lips reveal 

All the lof e that I feel. 
The voice of prudence I obey— » 

It bids me hide his name. 
And only by myself I say-— 

I love him — how I love him ! &c. 

SCENE III. 

^ IVashing Room in the Workhouseywith an enormous pump 
in the centre. On the p. s. side is a door leading to the 
FEMALE WARD ; On the o. P., a door leading to the Apart- 
ments of the Governor, The female paupert are discovered 
uHuhing, and throwing about the soapsuds. 

CHORUS OF PAUPERS. 

What's equal, on earth, to a lark in the wash-tub^ 
When the stream from the pump does so shiningly flow ; 
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To pelt one Another with toirds and bn whw , 
Or baekwardi and forwardi the loap-iudftto throw ! 
Oh! thisisapIeMureionotd topeupen^ 
For health in our gamboli is ture to be found— 
Whilst sporting about in the depths of the wash-tub, 
Wc have some Ane fun, and a washing all round. 
Ahu^! foralarki &e. 



Molly. Ladies and paupers ! we have all been splashing 
About in this here sink, to have a washing — 
It is too bad we e'er should be reduced to it 
Wash US| indeed ! for my part, I'm not used to it. 

Sally. Nor I ! 'tis hard that into water chilly 

We should be plunged^ good ladies, wiify nilly. 
Why should these people wish the plan to spoil, 
For the allotment of the barren soil ? 
Because, if dirt but constituted lands — 

J COY. You'd have a whole estate upon your hands! 

Moll. I only know — I will not stand this sort o' 
Subjection to a drench of soap and water ! 
They soap us first ; and when they closer gather us. 
Who knows but they may also want to lather ns ? 

.1 UDV. 'Tis not the washing that displeases me, 

But 'tis the food — look at our last niglit's tea ! 
'Twas half-an-ounce, ladies, as I'm assured, 
Four-shilling black, for the whole female ward ! 

2SALLY. The very thought's enough to make one shiver — 
Tea, did you say ? zounds, it was pure new river I 

Moll. Ah ! that, indeed, I'd say, without compunction, 
'Twas nothing but a cup of neat Grand Junction. 

Judy. I cannot drink such rubbish ; for my part. 

Their tea seems just one sloe leaf to a quart. 
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Molly. C-ome, lef s away, our private chamber seek, 
I've got a word in all your ears to speak. 

(JExeuni all hut Araminta and Amelia.) 

Aram. I'm glad you've staid behind, for I have seen 
Something superior about your mien. 
And wish to make a confidante of you. 

Amel. Do you? — then pray don't hesitate, but do ! 

Aram. You've seen the beadle ? 

Am EL. Yes— -I think his name 

Is Ismael Skullcrack. 

Aram. Ah ! the very same. 

That gallant being loves me, and he'll try 
To cause that from the Workhouse I should fly. 
Will you assist me ? 

Am EL. Yes — ^there is a talk 

That the whole female ward's to have a walk ; 
If so, you can to Ismael Skullcrack flee. 

Aram. Then, if I do, you'll come and lodge with me ? 

SONG.— Aift— '* Comt, dwdi with im.** 

Come, lodge with me, — come, lodge with me. 
And our home shall be, our home shall be 
A nice two-pair in some open squartf 
Perhaps at No. 2 or 8. 
My taste would be a second floor, 
Abore the pcop1e*s din and roar ; 
The people, as they walk below, 
Would not disturb us with their row. 
Come, lodge with me, &c. 

Enter the Female Paupers and Sheepshanks. 

Sheeps. I've got official news; so, silence ! hark ! 
Molly. Yes, let's have order for the Workhouse clerk ? 
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Ommes. 
Judy. 
Sally. 
Judy. 

Shebps. 
Molly. 
Shbeps. 
Molly. 



Judy. But what* 8 his news ? Is it the promised walk ? 
Shbbps. How can I tell you, women, if yon talk ? 

'Tis thus — great Mr. Muggins says yon may 
Go all to take a little walk to-day, 
Excepting Araminta— she's to stay. 
She sha'n't ! 

We do not stir one step without her. 
And we're prepared to play the deace about her. 
Go without Araminta ? — ^what a whim ! 
Why, what can Araminta be to him ? 
Those are my orders ; you've but to obey. 
Then march your body off ! 

I'm gone. 

Away ! 
{Exit Sheepshanks.) 
Aram. What's to be done ? — go, take your walk alone. 
Judy. We do not stir without you ! 
Omnes. No, not one ! 

Aram. Then I'll go too— 

SONG.— Akajuhta. 

iMTRAnoM Sowo. — {FroM Guttavui.) 

F^ damet, to jou I bring a pretty inntation to a thing 

Youll like — ^the promised walk we are to take to-day ; 

At least, the beadle told me so to say. 

So let us oome at once away ; 

In the streets of first-rate reputation. 

We shall go out soon our pranks to play— 

Delighted all I am sure you'll be. 

Oh ! what a treat to use our feet 

Along the Strand or Regent-street ; 

Through the Squares, where, in pairs. 

Dandies and coquettes we meet ; 
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To pt00 the Qiiadnat round and round, 
Or wander by Su Glles't pound, 
Or, with our qierks, through the perks, 
To walk about and have our larks ! 
Oh ! what a treat, &c 

Where, in this dreadful hour. 
Shall we find means to deal with Workhouse power ? 

(7^ Siage it instanify covered with headier* 
staves, and each pauper seizes one; they throw 
them about in a martial way, and go through 
a war dance. Enter SHfifiPSHANKSy who, 
seeing the staves, exits, and returns with Po- 
lice — as he comes in, the staves turn to brooms, 
and they all begin sweeping.) 

Shebps. H0II09 here ! what's the row ? What are ye at ? 

Molly. Cleaning the court-yard. 

Shbeps. Is it only that ? 

But don't about the yard so wildly rush. 

But use your brooms— 
MoLLT. J think you'd better brush ! 

(Moll Chubb seizes him, takes him up in her 

arms, and puts him into the tub. Paupers 

form a phalanx round him with beadles* staves.) 



SCENE IV. 

Street in London. 

Enter Ismael Skullcracr. 

Skull. As I was just now walking down the street, 
A little dirty boy I chanced to meet ; 
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And as he looked at me with eearehing eye, 

** Flare-up /" he shouted with stentorian cry! 

The drciimstance, though trifling, did annoy ; 

But soon I met another little boy. 

Who, with an air that still my senses bothers, 

Cried ^^flare-up/" too— «nd then there came two 

others; 

And these, as I'd just raised my cane to ibre-tp. 

Slipped from me with a louder cry of'* flare up !" 

In fact, from eveiy one I chanced to meet, 

** Flare up" was still the cry along the street 1 

What can such omens mean ? — ^horrors like these 

Announced the cackling of the Roman geese. 

I'm sure there's something awful in the wind : 

I cannot see before — I dare not look behind ; 

I'm sharp for action — sharper than a needle ; 

Down, boisterous bosom — cool, blood of the beadle. 

These words, " flare up !" still ring in both my ears. 

And gives mysterious strength to all my fears ; 

They bid me do\ and though my heart it teac up, 

I'll go— I must — ^I will — I ought to " flare up!" 

(Exit.) 
Enter Muogiks. 

Mua. Surely I heard some noise — where shall I go ? 

My brain's on fire — my pulse beats fast, then 

slow ! 
Am I, the master of the workhouse. Lord ? 
Or am I vanquished by the female ward ? 
With calling out police, Fm now quite hoarse. 
Police ! police ! my salary for the force I 
Last night I dreamt a dream — could it be true ? 
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(Enter Sheepshanks unpercewed.) 

Stop! — ^who the devil's that ? O, is it you ? 

O, Sheepshanks, how you startled me. But now. 

Say, Caitiff, quickly, what has been the row ! 

Sheeps. Great Sir, as I was sitting in a sort o' 
Dog sleep over my half-pint of porter, 
And blowing of returns a gentle cloud, 
I heard some voicos talking very loud. 

Mug. Loud voices ?--how I tremble ! — ^but proceed. 

Shebps. I went and saw — 

Mug. What was it that you seed ? 

Shebps. The paupers all with each a beadle's staff! 

Mug. I droop ! — fetch me a pint of half-and-half ! 

Shebps. For half-and-half proceedings 'tis no season ; 

We must be prompt — the females plot vile treason ! 

Mug. Explain ! — ^what saw ye afterwards ? 

Shebps. O, then, 

I went and fetched two of our ablest men. 
Expecting firom the staves to get a drubbing ; 
But, lo ! we found them with their birch-brooms 

scrubbing ! 
Then, seizing me, they soused me in the tub ! 

Mug. And scrubb'd you with their brooms ? 

Shebps. Aye, there's the rub. 

But waste no time, — the ward is in revolt. 
And, I believe, it is their plan to bolt. 

Mug. Then let's be after them — my soul is fired ! 

Quick, to pursuit ! — Here, Cab ! are you unhired ? 

(Exettnt.) 
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SCENE V. 

Si, PauVi hy Moantt^^^'^F'emak Paupen dUoofftred in 
Groups oileep — 7%rM Bo^ wiik baked Pataioet m Hn 
standi — SKULI.CBAOK enters to musk, " Slumber wiy Dar- 
lingr 

Skull. Ah ! here my lovely Araminta lies,— 

Sleep has unclosed her mouth, and ahuther eyes. 

I'll snatch a kiss befi)re she wakes; yet, lo ! 

Love whispers yes, and honour answers no— 

Between them both, I don't know what to do. 

She wakes ! let honour then my love subdue. 
Aram. {Waking and coming foruxird,) What are you at? I 

hope you've not been rash. 
Skull. I would not, for the world, my love abash ! 

But hark ! 
Aram. Begone ! 

Skull. One kiss before we sever. 

You won't ! — ^I'm off! — adieu, perhaps for ever ! 

The time will come, when you may need me ; then — 
Aram. Then what ? 

Skull. Why, perhaps I may look in again ! 

(Exit.) 

{The Female Pat^pers go through evolutions — 
Dance — 7%en enter Police wWt Muggins and 
Sheepshanks at their head. — Muggins ad- 
vances to address Female Paupers,) 



THE REVOLT OF THE WORKHOUSE. 



23 



Muo. Ye female paupersi is it any use 

Of me to ask a temporary truce ? 
Molly. We camiot answer that im'til we knows 

What measures you are ready to propose. 
Muo. What do you want ? 

Molly. Bread less than four days old. 

Mug. Woman, your proposition's very bold ! . 

But speak, — what are yoiir other wishes ? — say. 
Judy. I want, old chap, lump sugar in my tay! 
Muo. Lump sugar! monstrous! — moist you ought tp 

jump at ; 

If you don't like it, you yourselves may lump it ! 
Molly. We cannot hear these insults to the ward. 

Ladies, to arms ! — let the police be floored ! 

{An engagement takes place between the Police 
and Pauperis in which the latter are triumphant.) 

Enter Skullcrack. 

Skull. Come, let these shocking civil conflicts cease. 

(To the audience.) Have I the power to preserve 
the peace? 

Muo. Well, be it so ; let workhouse struggles end, 
And let the beadle be the paupers' friend ; 
Conciliation now is all the go. 
Therefore I'll promise, if you don't say no, 
Lump sugar, — bread the second day, — and cheese 
In any quantity the ladies please. 
And though their rising of revolt may savour. 
Still let them rise, each night — ^in public &vour. 
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FINALE. 

GRAND CHORUa 

An— *< Flmab to tht Fkrwi Aet 9f Qmttamm." 

Hail! an hail ! to our workbouM king ! 
With ihoutt wall make the eoiut-jard ring ! 
All ]rou female paupers, ling— 

Long live the king ! 

Hail to Mr. Mugginiy 

The workhooaejojandfl^ofy; 
His name well shout ibr ever, 

Rerar*d in paupers* story I 
Blessings on old Mr. Mugging 
May the place be his for erer ! 

Long live the king ! 

(Muggins it lifted upon the »houider$ of two men ; 
the rest surround hinij and shout till scene closes.) 
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ACT I.— SCENE I. 

The Place before Noire Dame, tviih Belfry WtndoWy through 
which Quasimodo appears ringing ike iAimes; retiring as 
OUN«oiBfi begins to speak^-^On 0.9, is a grated Cell^^?. f ., 
a Stone Fountatn-^Centre, a Puppet^hauJ, r spr mm Ui mg a 
fnysteryy around which people are asiembkdi^VUMVnnf 
EuiTACBBy OuDABDBy €md QwKWAMBm are tiiHng on the 
edge of the fountain — Grinooirs, dressed as a buffoon, 
with a long staff, directs the mystery, ^c. 

Chorus and Grinooirb (Harmonizing with the chimes,) 

See I tee ! the wonderlbl myiCerj ! 

Just «o tbe S a m een guiat roar'dt ^fSlffSk 9^mh% .) 

Pid^ut off luf l^ead with a dnymnpd iwQfd. 

CHORUM. 
flte! tea! tfaa-wondwiblijrHwryl-lbc. 

B 
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Grin. (Pompously.) Yea, my intellectual and enlightened 
friends — just as I> Monsieur Gringoire, puppet^how man, 
poet, and principal tragic writer to the crowned heads and car- 
dinals of all Europe, Asia, and Africa, have described the over- 
throw of the terribly-renowned Saracen Giant, Huriohomo- 
sanguinardo de Phospherioriosto, by that yaloroas knight 
of France, Jamais of the Glass Sword, so it actually befell in 
Holy Land. Now, ladies and gentlemen, you shall have the 
honour of seeing how the knight made the grand coup ; and 
how the ponderous head of the giant actually rolled ferty 
leagues into the ocean, which, being stained with his blood, 
has ever since that day been called the Red Sea ! 

CHORUS. 

Behold the wonderful mysterj- 
Reoorded in ancient bistorj. 

Grin. Now silence, ladies and gentlemen — ^not a breath ! 
—the curtain is about to rise again — hush ! 
All. Hush! hush! 

( Tht sound of a distant tambourine heard.) 

AIR.— EsHiE.— < Onttide,) 

Merry lads and lasses, hear me ; 
Good people all, come near me. 

People. Esmeralda ! Elsmeralda I 

(j4U except Mahiette, Eustache, Oudardb, Ger- 
YAISB, SfCy hurry out : and they appear so lost in 
gossiping as to he unconscious of the passing scene. 
Eustache munching a cake — Grinooire, as the 
people retire^ throws himself y in an attitude of 
despair y against the show.) 
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Grin. Gone ! — ^fled ! — all ! to gaze at a prancing gipsy 
girl. Are her lUtle feet to be more appreciated than my 
yreai head ? — the h^ad of the Giant HurlohomosaDguinardo ! 
Ohy in&my!— ohy insult to the tragic muse! and the ex- 
quisite poetry of the unrivalled Gringoire. I shall run 
mad! I could tear my hair! — beat out my brains with 
vexation ! — but I wont do it ! If they have no brains, is 
that any reason why I should dash out mine? Besides, 
here, I see, are three intellectual ladies, who still, possess 
discrimination enough to remain, and encourage the refine- 
ment of my splendid mystery. {Approaching and bowing,) 
Sensible and illustrious gentlewomen — ^you, I perceive, 
flowers of the fine arts, and princesses of true taste, for 
so I must compliment you — 

Mah. Ugh ! What's that, Monsieur Mountebank ? 

Grin. Moonte — but it's to prove my philosophy ! (To 
Mahiette.) You, madam, I say, and you, exquisite ladies, 
(bowtng) with a perfect consciousness of the truly sublime—- 
with my erudite and inexplicable mystery performing before 
your ravished eyes — you, I say, are not like nnto the rest 6f 
the fools, running ofi* to look at a poor pitifiil, capering 
Egyptian — this Esmeralda — who — ( Tambourine again.) 

Mah. (Starting up,) Esmeralda! listen! — so it is, I de- 
clare. Come along. Cousin Gervaise, you must see Eknne- 
ralda !— come along, Eustache. Thank'e for telling us, kind 
Gringoire, or we should have never heard the tambourine. 
Come— come. 

(Thetf hurry out at back; while Gringoire, nearly 
fainting, supports himself against the fountain.) 

Grin. The world's at an end! The candles of human 
nature are all going out. There go the last three, and a 
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littie one. (Lookimf n^ Aem. Ttm ilo m in§ ,) That itkc- 
nal tembonriiie again !-— the sound of it drivas me wild ; bat 
I'll have my zevenge. The coo d naioa of the terrible ttja- 
tery shall be baried in eternal chaoe* (ApprmAimg Ik 
dnow,) Come to my anns, renowned knight of Fkaaoe— 
immeasurable head of the Qiant Hoiiohomoiaaguinardo^ 
into my pocket. ]>eluded and ignorant people of Paring I 
binch fi>r, — ^I pity,-^-bat I desert^ you-*bah ! 

{Takti up ihe dicWi-^U mAing out a# hade, or Ae 
ay ** Eshsralda" is renewed, and Ae peopk hegm 
to rehum, wiA a Atong of gipdet dancing, fisilB- 
RALDA appears oimongH ihem ; ai tight of her Ganr- 
OOTRB hurries out 9, s. ^c. TTie gipsies spread a 
carpetyon which Esmeralda performs her dance, ^c.) 

SOVO.^Ahufit XeeUaHvB,) 

EsuEKALDAw-— ( jTom&OKriJie Awompaniment,) 

MimmT as the birds at morning, 

Warbling sweet on bower and tree, 
Esmeralda lotes to waken 

MuBic*i tuneful melodie ; 
Where her footstep light advanoef h 

Sorrow flies the golden scene^ — 
Pleasure in her glad smile danceth 

To the joyful tambourine. 

Tri, ra, la, la. (Dancing,) 

CHORUS OF GIPSIES. 

Happjf lovely Esmeralda, 

Though not clad in costly sheen ; 
Joy accords its crown and sceptre — 

She is pleasure's fiury queen. 
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Efliotm. 

In the city— on the mountain. 
Where the weTes of sunshine pour, 

Esmeralda'iB heart rcjoiceth 
Like the bee within the flow'r. 

Where her footstep, &c. 

CHORUS. 
Happy, lovely, &c. 

(During the sonff, Quasimodo appears gcLzing ever the 
turrets of the church; and Claudb, m a blade 
mantle and hood^ enters^ Sfc, EiSMBRALDA hands 
round the tambourine — money is ytven her — she 
offers her tambourine towards Claude the last.) 
Claude. (Giving money.) Were it my soul, Pd give it 
thee, beautiful Egyptian. 

EsMER. (Starting, and dropping the money.) He again !— - 
ever thus, upon my steps — this secret dread ! (7b Claude.) 
What would you with me ? — you that wear the outward 
form of piety ? Is it in mockery, or — ^yet speak not — leave 
me — nay, then I, at least, will hence. (Going.) 

Mah. {Seizing her arm.) Stay, Elsmeralda ! My cousin, 
here, {pointing to Gervaise,) who has come all the way 
from Rheims to see every thing that is rare and curious in 
Paris, would fain tliat you should point out to her the first 
letter of her lover's name. Do it, Elsmeralda. Here is silver 
for thee. 

EIsMER. (PThispering,) Not here — not here; there are 
eyes gazing upon me that I love not, — looks that annihilate 
joy, as ill stars are said to blight the young flowers of the 
mountains. 

b2 
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Mah. Ah, I see ! It's that ugly Hunchback, the bdl- 
riDger of Notre Dame. The idiot, he has left off ringing Ae 
chimes ; and there he is, on the batdementa, staring at yon, 
and fixed as one of the stone monsten in the finet-work. 

EsMER. Quasimodo, I meant not him. I ! 

Mah. Oh ! then, if s sister Gkidule, the mad recluse, who 
lives in yonder cell. (QunuhB appears at graH on^ for a 
nwment.) You are afiaid of her, I think. 

EsMSR. (RecoUwg ai iig^ pf GuDCTUB.) Yea-— yes, I am. 
Her child, as you know, was stolen by gipsies some yean 
ago ; and I never pass the grated window of her solitsiy 
abode, that she does not call after and denounce me, as 
though I were the author of her misery. I, so humble, so 
defenceless ; but it is not of her I speak. 

(Looking fearfully towards CLAUnR.) 

Mah. No ! Of whom then ? 

EsMER. Of that hooded man. See, he follows me about 
like a dark shadow. Keep between us, Mahictte— screen me 
from him. I know not why, but the serpents, which some- 
times cross my path, in my wild wanderings among the 
hilLs, are less terrible to me, than yonder glaring monk. I, 
that have such a fearless heart ! — feel how my hand 
trembles ! 

Mah. (Looking at Claude, who draws his cowl over Ms 
face.) 'Tis — ^I really suspect — I'm not certain — Claude 
FroUo, the monk, the alchymist, who shuts himself up at 
midnight in yonder dark tower of Notre Dame, to practise, 
as some think, (whispering,) necromancy. The devil, "tis 
believed in Paris, helps him to make gold there; and 
Quasimodo is his familiar, no doubt. (Whispering.) 

Esmer. Necromancer ! — Ah ! there he comes again ! — 
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ril not here remain : where he u^ there i* no son-light; — 
he spreads himself as it were, an interposing cloud 'twitt 
me and happiness. Let go my hand, — he is nearer still, — 
Ugh!— 

(^She hurrieM outy with evident dUgtut, as Claude advances. 

p.s.y People foUow. Claude make$ a sign to Qua* 

smoDOy who retires; MAHiETTEy Eustacbb, and 

Gbrvaise, remain; Claude looks after EtiiE- 

BALD Ay then enters the church.) 

Mah. Esmeralda — gone ! Well, we shall meet again 

near the Pont Neuf. But, by the bye, cousin, you 

have not yet seen the interior of Notre Dame^-— let us 

enter. 

Oeb. Stay; you forget the cake which you said you 
brought for that poor recluse, of whom the young gipsy 
spoke,— -Sister Gudule. 

Mah. Ah, ah ! — the cake — ^yes, where is it ? I — I 
gave it to Eustache to carry, and — and see — the naughty 
boy — the little gourmand — he has just eaten it — thought- 
less child ! 

Gbb. (^Laughing.) Thoughtless mother ! 
Mah. Eustache, I'm very angry with you. — Now 
he*s going to cry — (kisses Atm)— you shall have two cakes 
presently, Eustache — three cakes — four ! (Child cries as she 
caresses him.) 

(Music. Gudule, pale, and her hair disheveUed^ reiwms 
to the grating,) 
GuD. I hear thee, pretty one — where art thou ? 
Mah. iSqftltf.) 'Tis the maniac, Gudule. 
OuD. Give me my child, I say, accursed gipsies — my 
poor, poor child — ^I heard it cry — ^yes, yes^ my cfafld ! 
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Mah. Ah ! she mistakes my Bustache fiir her loet child. 
Hushy Eustache^ hush ! {(Xngimg io MUL) 

GuD. Give it me — I am its mother-— its heart-hroken 
mother ! Oh, how my hrain burns — how my heart aches! 
Pray — pray, give me my child ! — He^p— 4nurder ! f^fFUM^ 
ruMngfrom ceil, and ieanhimg abomt.) 

Mah. Poor soul ! Come softly away — (flrgtm ta oimvl) 
—Hark ! the solemn organ of the cathedral ! — Unfortunate 
Gudule! — ^let us go in, and supplicate that she may one 
day recover her child. 

GuD. Cursed gipsies! — my child! — ^Ah — her voice 
{Jtiitening io organ) — she is there, on high — she speaks to 
me from heaven — my child ! — ^I'm praying — ^praying ! 

(Organ Music. They Heal into the church, Guoulb 
if suddenly subdued by the tones of the oryan^ and is 
seen to sinky in devotion^ on her knees, audibly u^eepiny 
as the scene closes,) 



SCENE II. 

The Steeple of the Belfry, 

Enter Quasimodo /ram behind a bell. 

QuAs. Outcast from my births— of no race, — no Idn,—- 
deformity that I am — / love! — I that am loved of no 
earthly creature — that never knew the sweet endearment of 
one parental, one approving smile — that am run from, for 
my hideousness — I love I Mothers do hide their children 
from my approach, as from an ogre ! Maidens, at the sight 
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of ac « me , Quammodo, the monstaxmsly compounded huneh- 
haek of Notre Dame — fly in terror ; — ^yet, I,— madly, d«»* 
pairingly, I love ! — and such a damsel^ thi^ silver-winged 
spirits^ which, so saintly tongues proclaim, hover over 
these battlements, might proudly deck themselves in her 
siirpaning beaufy. Oh, Esmeralda*— Esmeralda l«-«why 
did these gui^iing eyes ever behold thee? — dose thehi, 
tteraful Death, in thine etenial rieep !--^Earth, bufy toe 
firom the world ! — ^from misery-^-^fiom her-i^-*my$elf ! ( Tkf0^n 
hmMdfdown.) 

Enter Clacdb (pautiouuhf,) 

Clau. {Gazing at him.) Quasimodo ! 

QUAS. {Not regarding.) Esmeralda! 

Clau. {Harthhf,) What says the fool ? Quasimodo ! 

QuAS. (Springing up.) My bene&ctor S 

Clau. That word becomes thee weD. (^j4f^oacMng*^ 
Quasimodo, thou hast, at least, a grateful memory. 

QuAS. I hope, a grateful heart, 

Clau. We shall see presently, when I shew thee that 
I require thy service. 

QuAs. Service ! — speak-MX)mmand ! 

Clau. Dare I trust thee ? 

QuAS. When, by an unnatural mother, I was disclaimed, 
— ^left, a worse than defenceless infant-^^-a hideous one !--** 
exposed on the cold steps of Notre Dame,— when the spec- 
tators, — ^who mistook me, the foundling, for a monster,^— 
would have cast me into the Seine,*— your pity saved ttie 
finom their fury. You reared me^protected me^made me 
here, what most I wished to be, bell-ringer of Notre Dame :•» 
Ldfe, and more than life, I to you owe ; yet you ask, Qua- 
simodo, " dare I trust thee ?** 
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Clau. Well, well: thou art the only beiDg that ihatt 
know my secret. I should be reviled, mocked, — ^but I can 
no longer struggle with my passion. 

QuAS. Passion? 

Clau. Yes^ I love! 

QuAS. (Z>ewm%.) I am glad of it, — 'tis a blessed emotion! 

Clau. Amazement I Canst thou love, Quasimodo ? 

QuAS. Can I? — (nuwrii/Uli^)— Oh — yes — yes. Is it 
because that I am defimned, my heart should not be like 
unto other men's ? The diamonds which deck our shrine^ 
often, Fve heard you say, had once, like Quasimodo, a rode 
exterior : bethink thee, sir, man's eye looked coldly on them 
then, and dreamed little of that hidden radiance which hath 
since burst forth, and bums, even when the altar-lamp expires. 

Clau. (Looking at him.) Poor wretch ! What sentiments 
are these ? — ^he understands my feelings, — 'tis well ! Thou 
hast strength and cunning, — and when, as I shall ordain, 
the maiden whom I adore, comes, in the dusk this evening, 
to the shrine of the Virgin, thou, like a hidden tiger, must 
rush forth, seize her in thine arms, and hurry her to the cell 
in the black turret. 

QuAs. Know I this maiden ? 

Clau. Oh, she is well famed ; all Paris knows her for 
her grace — her beauty. 

QuAs. And her name ? 

Clau. (fVhigpering in his ear.) Esmeralda. 

QuAS. (Staggering from him.) No ! — not that name ! — 
No! 

Clau. What ails thee ? — am I a viper — to sting thee — 
thou startest so ? 

QuAS. O— h: 
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Clau. {Har$hly.) WQt do my bidding ? 

QuAS. I must. 

Clau. {Fiercely,) Thoushalt! 

QuAS. I will — and pay thee more than life ! 

Clau. Swear to guard my secret I — You hesitate. 

QuAS. {After a pauge.) No — I swear ! 

Clau. Follow me then. The moon is up ah-eady, — all is 
arranged. In thy herculean grasp^ she will not have the 
power to struggle, — thy hideous look will stifle her screams. 
Follow me, or we shall be too late, — haste. (Esit.) 

QuAS. And I am to fold her in these desolate arms, — 
press her to this despairing, aching breast,-— ecstacy of worlds 1 
^though but for a moment ! The deed is crime, — ^but the 
requital, — the requital ! It is something in the desert to 
gaze upon the well, — it is a dream that refresheth the soul, 
though we drink not of the fountain. 

Clau. (fFUhoui,) Quasimodo ! 

QuAS. Master, I come. {Exit.) 
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SCENE m. 

A 9plendid ApamimaU in lA« Houn ^Madahb De Oomvb- 
LAURiBR, wUk on open window, and bahongf, dUoomrm^ « 
bird't'eye View ofPaim. 

Fleur de Ly8 is painting ai a table; Eenbst is turmng 
over the leaves of a hook; while DiAiOi and Aloisb an em- 
broidering tapestry, 

DUBTTO.*^Ik.zvm mi Inn awo Emvnor. 

Hark ! the betla of Notre Thane, 

Wapry boirta with joy to greet. 
Shed their cadence on the gale, 

Like fairy music, soft and sweet. 

So elfin notes on lover's ear. 

As wrapt, through moonlit groves they stray. 
Burst into music wild and dear. 

And slowly melt away. 

Ring, ding, ding, &c. 

QUARTETTO.^Ebmkst, FuEum de Lts, Diami, and Aloiii. 

Hark! the bells, &c. 

(Enter Mad. db Gokdelauribr.) 
Mad. Heyday ! love — music ! Eh, young people ! Well, 

children, your's is the age of tenderness ! but, (looking around) 

Where's the lover ? 

Fleur. ( Confusedly,) The lover, Madame ? 

Mad. Where's my nephew, Captain Phoebus ? If he be 

not thy lover, I know not who is. What says Captain E^meat ? 
Ern. {Stammering,) Really, Madam — I — that is — 
Mad. You, Captain E^Tiest, the most intimate friend of 

Phoebus, during his abode in Paris, must have heard, 
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finom himself, of the marriage decided upon by the fiunily, at 
least six years since, to take place between Phoebus and his 
cousin. Demoiselle Fleur de Lys, here ? 

Ern. (^S^hing.) Oh, Madame, I plead not ignorance of 
that affiur. 

Mad. But where is your friend ? I left him with you in 
this apartment ? 

Ern. He must have stolen away, or — 

Flbur. I heard him yawn while we were singing. 

Ern. He doth not love music, I believe. 

Mad. There I think you are mistaken, for I observe that, 
although apparently indifferent to the music in this chamber, 
he is now in the balcony listening with profound attention 
(jpomting) to the music of a tambourine. Why, Phoebus! 
(Catting.) 

Pu<BB. {Entering,) Madame, I am here, obedient to the 
word of command. 

Mad. Methinks, Captain Phoebus, thou displayest strange 
apathy towards thy intended bride. She and I have now 
been in Paris a whole month, and, in all that time, scarcely 
hast thou passed one day in her society. Strangers would 
suppose you married already ! 

Ph(EB. On my honour, I crave pardon. 

Mad. Well, well ; if Fleur de Lys can overlook such neg- 
lect — But, in my time, let me tell you— > 

Flrur. Nay, nay, dear mamma ! Soldiers, you should 
remember, have a license for foi^getfulness in aflBura of the 
heart : their various duties— 

Ph(RB. Thank you, sweet cousm ! By my gorget, but yoo 
waive the flag of truce nobly, and make the prettiest minister 
of peace I ever beheld ! But, to be candid with you, I have 
no taste for melody ; tuneful notes tvsr drive ma drowsy. If 
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I must have mumcy I'm for eomething martiri tomethLag 
startling — drum-like. 

Mad. {With sarooim,) Aye, I'll warrant me, if it be only 
a tambourine ! 

Ph(eb. Atambonrine? {Tambourine,) Again! 

Mad. Hark ! (Looking out,) I pray, who is that yoong 
female, surrounded by a throng ? She wields the tambomine 
witii much grace and agilify. 

Ern. It is the young Elgyptian, Esmeralda. 

Flbur. Oh, I have heard of her : she is the talk of all 
Paris. 'Tis told me that she can glance into a maiden's 
palm, and repeat to her the first letter of her lover's name! 

Diane & Aloisb. It is true ! it is true ! 

Mad. Upon my word, it is a wonderful faculty, of which, 
I perceive, these young ladies have been close observers. 
Simpletons ! The girl seems pretty. (Looking out at hakony.) 

Phobb. (With enihusiaim,) Beautiful as Hebe ! 

Mad. (Looking at him with suspicion,) Indeed ! And her 
eyes are very brilliant, are they not^ Phoebus ? 

Phceb. Twin stars, Madame, I assure you ! 

Mad. Truly, nephew, thou canst be both enthusiastic 
and poetical when the impulse moves thee ! And this young 
sybil hath spells and love-charms for gentlemen as well as 
for ladies I Eh, Phoebus ? 

Phoeb. Indeed, Madame, they do report as much in our 
regiment. 

Mad. (fFUh sarcasm to Phosbus.) Hath she skill enough, 
thinkst thou, on the report of thy regiment, to reveal to Fleur 
de Lys, the first letter of the name of her future husband ? 

Ph(EB. (Confused.) Perhaps— I cannot tell ! (Aside.) What 
the deuce doth she mean ? 
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(Esmeralda appearn somewhat helcw the window^ holding 
9^ her tambourine^ and singing as in Scene 1st.) 

Fleur. Oh, I should like much to know. 

Mad. Thou shalt be*gratified, child ; her eyes are turned 
on this balcony. {fTaving her hankerchief.) Ho! Fortune- 
teller! Gipsy-girl! {To Servant^ ringing a heli.) Jervayse, 
admit the Egyptian. 

Phceb. Nay, Madame ; the young girl, in our presence, 
might be frightened. (Confused.) 

Mad. Frightened ! It is not the nature of gipsies. (Aside.) 
I wish thou mayst not prove more confused than she ! I per- 
ceive, Phoebus, that her timidity is easily overcome ; she is 
here. 

(Enter Esmeralda.) 

EIsMER. (Curtseying.) Ladies, I am summoned. Am I to 
tang or dance ? I know the song of the mountain — ^the light- 
est footstep of the Egyptian ! (Touching the tambourine.) 

Mad. (Haughtily.) You tell fortunes, I believe ? 

EISMER. (Proudly,) No! 

Mad. What, then, is thine art ? 

Ebmer. If, by fortune-teUing, you mean natural anticipa- 
tioD, I guess shrewdly at the first letters of lovers' names, by 
reading — 

Mad. The planets ? 

Esmbr. (Ingenuously.) Yes, if lovers' eyes be planets; and 
at least they are so, lady, of the heart. 

Mad. (Aside.) Indeed but she is subtle ! this is no ordi- 
naiy mind — may be, one most dangerous. (To Esmer.) Is 
it in thy power to inform me which of these two gentlemen 
is the lover of that lady ? 

(Flsur and Ernest confused; Ph(EBU8 turns aside.) 
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Flbur & Erm. Dear Madame, thta ia 
Mad. Hiiah ! Now, Egyptian, make trial of tlqr akQL 
EsMER. Which oftheae two gentlemen is the lovw of ttat 
lady? which of— (jeeti^ Phobbus)— Oh ! PhoBboa! 

(Suppretnnff emoHtm, at FHCSBua pnun kkjmger on Mi 

lip,.) 

Mad. Ah, ahe repeats hia name— Phoeboa ! At leaa^ in 
tills respect thou art correct. (TVEaiiBB.) 

EsMKR. Correct! {Agiiaied.) Phod^ciMkit^ kerwejfi) 

Mad. Yes, and see, the pleasing confirmation oveioomes 
my daughter. 

Fleur. Indeed — ^I faint ! Support me 1 Diane— Aloise I 

Ernest. Permit me, dear Fleur — 

Mad. Dear ! Monsieur ! — Phoebus, art thou transformed 
to a statue ? Thy intended bride fainting, and thou im- 
movable ! 

ElsMER. Bride! Lady, I — 
(Phoebus awkwardly asshU Fleur, sHU glanewg ai 
EsMER. Ernest troubled and oonfiued.) 

Mad. No thanks — there is gold for thee. (Ande) 
Thou knowest but too well the name of my nephew Phce- 
bus. Go! I hope thou'rt innocent as thy looks portray 
thee — go! 

E^MER. (Throwing the purse ai her feet) Innocent! — 
Gold requites not degradation^ lady. The poor gipsy, 
Elsmeralda, would reject gold, piled to the lofty summit of 
these domes, were it proffered, even by a queen^ as a war- 
rant for unmerited insult ! 

Mad. (Proudly) Audacious ! — My child ! 

(She turns to Fleur, who is supported hy Diane, Aloise, 
an</ Ernest. Exeunt. o,y.) 
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Phcb. E^smeralda! 

EiSMSR. Oh ! do not detain me, Phoebus. If what I have 
heard be true, the wretched Esmeralda has only one con- 
solation left her — to die ! 

Pfloe. Hear me swear it, Esmeralda! 'tis thee alone I 
love! I!— 

Mad. {Outside.) Phoebus! 

EsMER. {MoumfuUy.) Go ! Fll not detain thee ; an hour 
hence, as we did appoint. Til meet thee at the Virgin's statue 
— then, perhaps — and never more — Oh ! Phoebus, it was at 
the feet of that pure image you first told me that you loved— 
ae, — a poor gipsy girl ; and, in return, I gave you all I 
possessed in the world — my heart. Perhaps it was too much 
to expect sincerity in one so high,] so very high, above me ; 
but — let me go, Phoebus ; I cannot help weeping, and there 
are tears which ray pride would conceal, even from you. 

Ph(e. Esmeralda, Eismeralda ! hence with these trembling 
drops ! The love that I shall ever feel for thee only, I have 
sworn to ; and what I have sworn to, I will die for. 

EUmbr. Noble Phoebus, pardon ! I know, I feel that I 
have wronged thee ; but for a moment — the haughty looks 
d^ — ^my doubts — I was so very wretched — ^but hither comes 
the menial — perhaps to repel me fix)m the door. {$cing.) 

Pnoe. (^Detaining her) Esmeralda. 

(Enier Servant — bowing to Phobbus cu from Madams ; 
he then crosses behind and makes an insolent menace 
to Esmeralda, which PHoeaus perceives.) 

PHoe. (To Servant.) Stay, Sirrah ! (pointing to O.P.)y<Hider 
lies your duty ; be it mine to attend this young BohemiMi ; 

c2 
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and learn in future, to repren insnlt to tbe hmnUe^ yiflatii 
oflBdous servants are too apt to inflict at the ezpenaeof thsir 
masters* 

(Exit, hading tmi Esmbbalda p.s. ; Senemi hmomg o.p.) 



SCENE IV. 

Imier a party of OiPSiBS of all detonpOma, md Obikooibb 

iunongii Mem* 

CHORUS. 

The tun it Mtdng ! giptiei aU* 

We must to our Imir agun. 
Like the Bet in ruin'd hall, 

There no leart our mirth rcstrein. 
Stilly night is our delight I 

Then our fiuins we dare renew. 

And joke and quaff, and sing, and laugh. 

And bid old care adieu. 

(Exeunt,) 

Enter Clauds and Quasimodo, disguiied, cautiou^y — (N^ 

thickens.) 

Claudr. It is already dusk {Chimes.) 

QuAS. Notre Dame strikes the hour. 

Claude. Hark! She comes! (Tamhaurine heard.) She is 
alone! 

QuAS. Defenceless! 

Claude. Slave ! whence that tone of pity ? No one at 
hand ! Here is the key of the turret ; while I unlock the door, 
spring thou forward^ and, stifling her shrieks with thy cloak 
—silence ! 
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Enter Esmeralda, o.p. 

(Mechanically touching her Tambourine.) Will he be here ? 
Oh, yes ! my heart fully assures me of that. He does love 
me— I am convinced he loves me— falsehood never veiled 
itself under looks like his ; deception never spoke in such 
sweet tones. Ah ! the clock of Notre Dame tolls nine I 
Phoebus ! — I — thou here again ! (trembUng.) 

Clauds. Esmeralda! why tremble, why recoil at the 
sight of him that loves thee ? Hear me, one moment, in 
mercy — my passion is boundless — chainless as the sea !— If 
thou wouldst not drive me to a deed of madness, hear me ! 

E^MER. Have I not told thee— have I not said to thee, 
another has my heart ! Thine, mysterious being ! — Oh, never, 
never ! Be thou mendicant, or monk, disguise befits not in- 
nocence to wear. If monk, — and such I deem thee, — back 
to thy cloister ; for holy men, there are beads, and books, 
and prayers : their office 'tis to gave the soul, not tink it to 
perdition. If open guilt, which rushes like the tiger on, be 
criminal, what is that which wears the mask of sanctity for 
most unholy purposes? — Avoid thee! — Avoid thee' \(going; 
he detains her. ) 

Clauds. Nay! we part not. — (To Quasimocb, who ap^ 
pears tmmovabley) now — let no cry escape her — fixed ! im« 
movable ! — Cowardly idiot ! Thus then — (seizing her in hi* 
o/rtns,) 

EUmer. Help! Phoebus, where art thou? Ah! (Metii^f 
Phbobbus.) Ha! ha! ha! (wildly joyful,) 

(Struggling, ) Phobbus re-enters with his sword drawn, 

Phob. Esmeralda ! Ruffian, down ! (striking him qfwOh 
his sword. 
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Claudb. (Drawm^ a dag^») A Uow, fiom— ah 1 She ! 
-—If not mine, not thine. 

{He iff nuAtti^ iawardi Esmbbaiaa, wko, f ^fk mH mg wUk 
a shriek, Iftnowr htrmltf iiUo lib ormM qf PHoBMJftr* 
aithaimomeni Qwmmodoi tp r U ig it i fffirw mrd, m'iub 
Claude's arm. — Ptdure/) 

Pnoe. Maniac! who else could raise his arm against a 
woman ? — begone, or meet thy death ! Esmeralda^ ealm 
thee I-— calm thee, loved one, calm thee I 

EsM £B. (l^wUermy,) Away ! Away I 

{^He mfporU her mUf pj.) 

Claude. Am I a maniac? — and thou my sentinel, so 
to disarm me ? I could turn my rage on thee, {Aeddug 
himself y) yet, my faithful Quasimodo, it was kind to stay my 
frantic arm. — One crimson spot oh her fair bosom, wrought 
by this jealous, distracted hand, had plunged my soul into a 
sea of blood. Thank thee, Quasimodo : thy master is not 
angry; thank thee. Speak, Quasimodo, why gazest thou that 
way? 

QuAS. She is there, with him, alone ! 

Claudb. What devil art thou, to fan again my heart into 
a ilame ? 

QuAS. {Looking after FnceBUS L.) They approach the 
house of the gipsy king. 

Claude. Clopin, the gipsy king — his house. In this dis- 
guise, I also have entrance there ; this golden key {jAeuos « 
purse) if it were but to mar his happiness, — to preserve her 
for another. 

QuAS. For another! but oh — that can never be! that 
other, so well nigh distraught ! {Mournfully.) 
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Claude. Distraught — ^thou deemest me so — but I'll be 
calm in this? 

QuAS. Thou? 

Claude. Aye I doubt me not ! Get into yonder boat upon 
the Seine — the gipsey king's house looks towards the water 
— should I need thine aid. Now, I know not why — I'll 
summon thee, by a lamp placed at the wicket— dost hear 
me? 

QuAS. {Siarting.) Master, I do — I — ^yes. 

Claude. A lamp placed i'the window ! Be vigilant — 
cautious. (Exit p.s») 

QuAS. {After a pauie.) I dream ! (Jtvbbing his eyes.) She 
ia noi of this earth I And he — Phoebus — he is of a brighter 
region than I. I — Ugh ! There hangs my hateful shadow on 
the wall ! How appalling must be the image whose outline 
18 that of a fiend ! A fiend ! Why, then, have I eyes, to be 
sensible to the charms of innocence and beauty ? a heart 
open to love — exquisite love ! how much purer than that of 
yonder monk ? He would crumble, in his enraged grasp^ the 
flower his hand is not permitted to gather ; while I ! — No, no ! 
she never can be mine ! Never, never! (H^eeps,) Tet would 
I not despoil her of her joy ; why should I ? If she love 
nioebus, he is worthy of her love, for she is incapable of 
loving what is worthless ! I think I could be happy to see 
her happy, even with this Phoebus I But the Monk — I've 
sworn to guard his secret — it is my duty ! Yet firom him I 
would preserve thee, Esmeralda. (Fimdy,) I vM preserve 
thee, though it be in death ! and oh, to die— to die for Esme- 
ralda ! is the only certain hope of the wretched Quasimodo. 

(£M o. P.) 
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SCENE V. 

Interior of an ancieni Houte frequented hjf the Gipriee. A urn- 
dowy in bade, looks towarde the Seine, and Notre Dame fty 
Moimlighty ^c. 



Clopin, King of the Gipaies, aeated on an eleeated ckmr, 
afire. Other Cripnet, nude and femakf at a loAfe. Some 
sing, tome dance, ^c. ^c, 

CHORUS. 

Merrj beggmn, duoe and nag, 
Sing ! while the glanes ring, 

Sing! ling! 
Lftugh And sport, and quaff and play, 
*Tis the beggar** holiday, 

Sing! sing! 
Laugh, dance, quaff, sing. 
While the sparkling glasses ring. 

Sing! sing! 

Clop. Enough, enough. Bring forth the offender who hath 
had the audacity, without our royal leave or license, to thrust 
himself into our respectable community ! Where is the 
knave ? Place him before us ! 

All. He is here ! (Gringoire led on, somewhat perturbed.) 

Clop. Now, scoundrel, what is your name, title, ot con- 
dition ? 

Grin. My name, so please your majestic majesty, is Pieire 
Gringoire ; title I have none better than poverty ; and, as 
for my condition, it implies starvation, on which I humbly 
ground my claim to belong to your very benevolent and an- 
cient fraternity. 

Clop, No compliments; they offend our dignity. Re- 
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member I am thy judge. You have intruded on our terri- 
toriesy and must abide the consequences. 

Grin. What consequences con reduce a man to a worse 
state than hunger ? 

Clop. Art thou a thief, a beggar, or a vagrant ? 

Grin. I have not that honour, great king ! I — I am ai 
author! 

Clop. An author ! Thine is a hopeless calling. Hang him 
at once ! The sentence is pronounced. We dismiss the court. 

Grin. Oh, most puissant king! you cannot mean what 
you say. I am the poet Gringoire, whose puppets so ma- 
jestically perform their master's tragedies, that your real 
actors of flesh and blood hang themselves in despair. Here 
are two of my stars. (Pulling out two puppets.) 

Clop. Stars! Ha! ha! ha! Give them to their native 
element. {Throws them into the fire,) 

Grin. Murder ! By the devil's hoofs, if he has not thrown 
the chivalrous Knight of France and the Giant Hurlohomo- 
ttanguinardo alike into the flames ! Well, so to perish was 
worthy two such heroes ! Admit me into your society, 
great king of pickpockets, though I am a poet* Recollect, 
iBsop was a vagabond ; Homer, a beggar ; Mercuiy, a thiefl 
Don't hang me, sweet king ! {Beseechingly.) 

Clop. There is only one way to save thee. 

Grin. Name it, Illustrious I 

Clop. If any of our ladies would accept thee for a hus- 
band. 

Grin. (Locking about.) Must I marry, mighty king of 
vagabonds? 

Clop. Or be hanged ! 

Grin. {Looking about.) Lovely ladies, which of you will 



S8 B8MBBALDA ; OB, THB 

be the fortunate woman? Speak fint — How! all akntl 
What ! not one of yoa fly into these extending anna ? 

^/F^ONMii f giyip ana ftKMn^) 

Clop. Ton must be hanged ! 

Grin. Oh, the insensible sex ! Where*s Esmeraldai the 
gipsy Thalia? her comedy and my tragedy might fimn a 
pretty couplet, and dissolve the rivalship existing between 
us. Gringoire and Esmeralda married ! the sun and moon 
would shake hands. 

Clop. Esmeralda ! Bah ! I have one fiv thee more wor- 
thy thy deserts. 

Grin. Say you so ? Worthy my deserts ! then she must 
needs be Venus herself enamoured of this goodly pencxiy 
and descended to earth for the purpose of snatching me to 
her fair arms. (^Sniffing.) I sniff ambrosia ! The goddess is 
not far off. 

Clop. No ; just at hand. Ho ! Demoiselle Coucou ! She 
has a most sympathizing heart, and will, I am sure, many 
this unfortunate devil, to save his life. She is poetical too! 
Call her hither. 

Grin. Demoiselle Coucou ! How romantic ! Poetical too ! 
Sympathetic ! Kind gods ! Her voice is music, no doubt. 

Cou. (H^ithoutf hoarsely.) Where is the varlet ? 

Clop. That's Coucou. 

Grin. Voice ! Music ! The bellows of the organ of Notre 
Dame are more harmonious : and as for her beauty — (she 
enters) — A female Cyclops I Gods, you have deserted your 
poet. (F\ills senseless,) 

Cou. What's the matter with the fool ? Is he overpowered 
at the sight of my agreeable looks ? (Lijls him up.) Come, 
come, you are not so very ugly — Fve had seven uglier hus- 
bands in my time, though I am so youthful as to be still 
called Demoiselle. ( lluffging h im . ) 
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Grin. A perfect she bear ! I shall expire ! 

Cou. Give him something to drink. 

Grin. {A$ide,) She has humanity. 

Clop. Now, kneel, and swear never to divulge the secrets 
of this august society. 

All. (Lifting up different fveapans.') Swear ! 

Grin. (Kneeling.) Oh, most willingly ! V\\ swear any 
thing, at such kind entreaties. 

Clop. Enough — do not rise ; Demoiselle b about to 
complete the rite of marriage. 

Grin. The rite of marriage ! What is it ? 

Cou. A mere simple form-^this earthen jug to be broken 
by her gentle hand upon thy soil head. (Lifts up a jug.) 

Grin. Murder! 

Cou. There! (Dashes Jug.) *Tis done ! (He fixUs.) Set, 
us, with all ceremony, to our lodging across the court, for 
I have business of importance. Come, dear husband. 

Grin. Dear ! A plaster for my unfortunate — (She looks 
angrHy at him.) Coming, sweet bride ! How happy I ought 
to be! 

Clop. With regal sway I lead the way ! But, first, the 
poptial dance of the Egyptians. 

(They elevate Grin, and Coucou tn a chair. A dancey ^c, 
is performed.) 

CHORUS. 

All hftil ! the bridegroom and the bride ! 

Behold the channing pair ! 
May they never swing on fatal string, 

And long life's blessing share. 
All hail ! &c 

(As they go out in mock procession^ the last person remains^ 
and closes the door — it is Claudb.) 



30 bsmeralda; oR| thb 

Claude. Did he, then, bear her to lome other spot? . If 
80, 1 am here in vain. (Looks onU ai wmdow.) The daah of 
oars — ^it is Qnaaimodo ! devoted fool — how fiuihful to his 
master! Ah! that sound! — (Rutmkig ie iko dbor.)«*4he 
voice ! — it is hers. 

{He goes mio a ruimod dossiy itmd is mm ooamomiOjf 
wakiing Arom^ Ae disfomed pUmks,^ 

Enter PbcebiTs and Esu bralda. 

EsMBR. And you will never fiNraake me? 
Ph(eb. Never! 

{They seat themselves hjf As /ire, uMA beams en their 
faces.) 

EsMER. And shall I be really the wife of a Captain of the 
King's Archers ? A Lady — your lady — beautifully dressed 
—seated in _the lattice of a fine house, while you, on your 
foaming war steed, prance up and down the street, the horse 
tearing up the pavement with his hoofe ! — your bright cuirass 
glittering in thesuu ? Oh ! how proud it will render me — ha I 
ha! ha! ha! (Jumping and clapping joyfuUjf her hands ; an 
amulet falls from her bosom — he attempts to pick it yp.J 

EIsMBR. (Interposing.) Oh, touch not that amulet ! 

Pil(BB. Is it, then, so sacred ? 

E&MBR. Yes; it was given me by a kind nurse, now 
no more, who prophesied that its hidden virtues would one 
day enable me, here in France, to discover my real mother. 

FeoeB. In France ? art thou not a Bohemian ? 

E^MER. No, no; but we will not talk of that now — it 
always makes me melancholy. We will speak of something 
else — of yourself Let me gaze at your sword — (kissing the 
sword, which he gives her) — dear sword ! you belong to a valiant 
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man ; it waa with yon he defended me from the monk ! 
March, Phoebus, that I may admire your bright clothafl, hear 
the clatter of your shining scabbard. {He marches to emdfiro.) 
Ohy how grand ! So happy I am, I can't help laughing-^ 
he mine! I a lady! But I am to be your wife, Phcebiw f 

Fhceb. By every thing dear to honour, you shall* 

Clauds. Liar! 

EsMER. {Starting up.) Ugh ! What waa that ? 

Fhceb. (Rinng.) I think it was an echo. (Takei the 
iamp, and looks about.) Ah 1 there are boats on the watear*^ 
it was a voice from thence. 

{Leaves lamp on window^ and reseats himself,) 

Claude. He leaves the lamp in the window — Quasimodo 
will take it for the signal. If I could {advaticing wUh caiuHon) 
extinguish it. 

EIsMBR. Your bride ! Yes, I shall be too happy ; for 
then, I shall see you every day, dear Phoebus^-be always 
near you — hear the rattle of your gold spurs, constantly on 
the pavement ; and the Demoiselles wiU no longer look ao 
acomfully at me. I shall be youre— you mine ! Ah ! 
Phoebus, how brave and good you are ! I ought to love you, 
and I do love you, Phoebus — ^very — veiy dearly. It 19 
remarkable, but do you know, Phoebus, that I, who, scarcely 
an hour since^ wept for sorrow, because I deemed thee lost, 
am weeping now for joy. (Simjdy and tenderly.) Don't be 
angry with me, Phoebus. {Placing her head on his hreast.) 

Phobb. Angry ! my own dear Esmeralda ! {EncircUng 
her in his arms.) Give me one kiss, Elsmeralda ! 

ElsMKB. (Ristng^and affecting to go otooy.) A kiss? — ^fie, 
Phoebus. 

PuoeB. {Detaining her.) Only one, Esmeralda. 
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EsMER. {T%rou>hg hene^kUo Ast drmt.) Well, take it. 
(^f i€ iff aboui to km her, the Mtage heoom u doHk, m 

iequence of Claudb's bhum^ out the lamp, Clauds 
ceaU himtdf.) What was that? 

Phosb. Nothing. I left the lamp near the crmoe of the 
lattice — the wind hath blown it oat 'Tis a rough, darik 
night; the nux>n entirely withdraws herself; the waten 
of the Seine roll on, like a river of ink. 

EsMBR. Give me the lamp ; I'll rekindle it, by the embers 
here. 

Phobb. Not till I've had the kiss. 

(Quasimodo appoart at totndbio.) 

Clauds. Fool! down ! {To Quas.) Ton will betray me 
else. 

EsMER. (Trembling,) That tone — it is the ruffian! — the 

same voice ! 

Phobb. {Feeling for his swordy grasps Claude's arm,) 
Wretch! whoe'er thou be — my sword — ah ! — quick, Elsmer- 
alda — the lamp ! — ^rekindle the lamp ! 

Claude. Detected^-exposed ! I — a monk — no way but 
this. Abhorred rival ! vengeance ! {Siabs him.) 

Ph(£B. Assassin ! — Esmeralda, I am slain! Oh ! (Fatts.) 
Esmer. {Remaining torpid,) Phoebus I Slain ! 
Claude. Esmeralda I (Kisses her,) 

EIsmer. Ughi 

{Sinks senseless into a chair, as if disgusted by his touchy 
Quasimodo running in at window, and snatching a 
burning brand from the hearth,) 
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QUAS. If thou hast murdered her — (Locking ai her with 
fAe torch,) No ; she Ures. I had stricken thee deard elve, 

Claude. Dog !. iStm way the light. {Lookt a$ PH(£au$.) 
Not dead; but wounded aad insensible— *ab:ead^ be begins 
to recover. (Noiee,) We shall be surprised-^we zmist 
be gone. 

QuAS. (Regarding Esmsralda.) Cold ! ppde l^i^e ! 
Shan we not bear away Elsmeralda ? 

Claude. Yes — no! A thoMght*-^ glorious thoi^t«- 
rushes suddenly into my mind — Ae-*Ae— -must acoooipony 
us. 

QuAS. He! — 

Claude. Silence ! — and obey me, as you would repay the 
life you owe me. Assist me — Phoebus — to the boat. 

(Music. They support Fhcebus, who appears graduaify 

coming to himself; they drag him hurriedly off^ 

through the low window^ which i$ on a level with the 

stage floor.) 

EsMER. (Recovering,) Phoebus — help— -mercy*— Ph<Bbw ! 

Enter Clopin, Gipsies, and Strangers, (door,) 

Clop. Esmeralda, what has happened? 

EsMER. (fP^ildly.) My Phoebus! — they have viurdered 
him! 

Clop. Phoebus — they murdered ! What distractioaisAU 
diis? 

EsMER. (fVringing her hands,) Phoebus — Phoebus! 

(Music. March of Archers.) 

Clop. Ah ! what see I ? — a body of the lun^jli^ arofanTB in 
the house of Clopin, the gipsy ! Whom seek you ? ^ 

1)2 
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Enter EmNBtr md Abchebs. 

Ern. I come to commaiid the inmiediAle Attenduioe ot 
Captaio Phcebiis Chateanpers on his Majesty, 

Clop. Captain PhceboB ia not here. 

Ern. He was here : I-^I saw him enter the honaei ■ thie 
is his sword — ^his cap. 

ESsMER. Yes — ^they have murdered him ! Loc^ at theee 
terrible spots. (PoinHng io floor,) O — h ! {8imk9<m her kneee, 
^fazing on floors and claapmg kerkandi m anguiek.) 

Ern. By heavens, these are evidences of fiMil work— vio- 
lence— struggling. Which of you can explain this ? (PohU* 
ifig to floor.) 

Enter Claude Aa$tify, oi a monk* 

Claude. That can I. 

Ern. YoMy Father Claude ! 

Clau. Yes. On my passage, in my boat, across the 
Seine, to attend an invalid, I saw two men lift a body 
through that window, and bury it in the waters of the river. 
I pursued them, but in vain ; the unusual darkness of the 
night aided them. I looked through yon lattice : that girl 
was alone in this apartment ; she is a confederate of the as- 
sassins : let her be arraigned, and conducted to the Confes- 
sional for prisoners, at Notre Dame. It is your duty : this 
murder must be proved. (EIsmbralda tt arrest^.) 

Clop. Forbear ! — we will defend our sister ! (Gipsies ad* 
vance.) 

Ern. In the King's name, stand back ! or I will, at once, 
avenge the destruction of my friend. 

Esmer. (JVho has remained as if torpidy her eyes fixed 
en thejhor,) Who is it grasps my arm? (Seeing the Monk, 
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kvho poinU her out) Ah ! fearful being ! — that denounciDg 
look ! — does he accuse me ? Yes — ^indistinctly I overheard. 
But you (to Ernest) do not — cannot believe him. He is 
a monster — a — Ah ! because he wears the outward show of 
devotion, you are deceived — ^you give no credit to tm^ words. 
Pity — mercy ! Alas ! I am a poor friendless girl — an out- 
cast — no father — no mother — no one, now he is murdered, 
to speak for me — to care for me! They do not understand 
me : whither would they drag me ? — I have done no wrong— 
I am innocent — innocent ! Save me — ^you — (to Clopin) 
—you — help a poor girl — no father — no mother ! O — h ! 
(She itr%iggles violenth^f and appears convuhed with agony ^ 
as they drag her towards the door.) 
Clopin & Gipsies. (Assuming an attitude o/defiance.) To 
the rescue ! — rescue ! — ^by knife !— by fire ! 

(Music, ^s Esmeralda, followed by Claude, is borne 
qfy the Gipsies attack the Military ; they snatch 
firebrands from the embersy and hurl them frantically 
at their opponents ; the house takes fire^ as Ernest, 
Claude, Esmeralda, ^c, cross the Seine in a boat, 
tossed by the troubled waters. The Gipsies crouch 
in one group in front ; the Soldiers presenting swords 
at them from bach of stage. Picture* 

END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II.— SCENE L 

7%€ Ferry Houie tjfike Seine, 

Enter Claude, wearing a cowl, and condudedi^OBXHBOmtf 

O.P.y Ae latter clad om a Beggar. 

Claudb. That for tfaee, good fenyman, to mend thy 
patchee with. Is DemoiseHe Coucoa at home, tfatnkoBt ? 

Grin. She that woe Demoiflelle Coiioou, wm Madame 
Oringoirey is at home, reverend fitdier ; praj walk in. 

(/7(? opem lA« door; Claudb enier$,) 

She's a pious wife that must needs have her confessor so 
early of a morning ; and lie's a worthy confessor that pays a 
tattered ferryman, like me, in shining silver. There's some 
mystery in all this. There's a prisoner in the Ferry-house, 
whom I am not permitted to see : is it to shrive him that the 
monk cometh? or to convert my wife? if the latter, and he 
succeed, let hb next experiment be upon Belzebub, who is 
nearer allied to Christianity than Madame Gringoire. A 
precious honey-moon I'm enjoying ! Every morning roused 
jfrom my peaceful slumbers with a cudgel, wielded by the 
tender hand of my loving wife, with, ** Go and ply the ferry- 
boat till suntfct— it will give thee an appetite for supper," — 
breakfast and dinner being obsolete. At sapper-time it is 
" Go and disguise thyself, not in drink, but with one leg, one 
eye, one arm — the charitable, an' thou beg like a gentleman, 
will give thee food." Oh me ! But this mysterious prisoner — 
who can he be ? what can he be ? does he wear an iron 
mask ? sleep in an iron shroud ? or live in an iron cage ? 
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I'll be no loDger curious about it ; I shall only draw down 
some new trouble on this devoted head. 

{j4 cup of silver is thrown /ram the turret, which knocks 
him down,) 
Oh, murder ! mercy, sweet wife ! Indeed Tm not idling ; 
I — Ah, her favourite silver goblet ! ( Taking U vp,) How 
she must love me to throw this at my head ! What's here ? 
Writing! {Looking at cup.) They told ine that she was 
poetical, and this is some little compliment, beautifully 
scratched. I know she leaves impressions that way. {Reads,) 
" Prisoner !" ah ! — " A thousand crowns to whoever will dis- 
close to Captain Ernest, of the king's archers, that his friend, 
Phcebus, is still living a close prisoner in the Ferry-house of 
the Seine." Phoebus, by every saint in the year I Why, 
thaf s the very man for whom the Bohemian, Elsmeralda, is 
condenmed to be executed. Poor girl ; here's a discovery — 
This testimony of her innocence might yet save her; but 
how to deliver it — I that am watched like a mouse by a she 
cat. What a horrible conspiracy ! Fll thwart it ; but have 
I not sworn never to divulge the secrets of this diabolical 
fraternity ? Ah, the confessor ! I'll make him my confidant — 
the very man to accomplish a benevolent deed. Yes, Esme- 
ralda, you — Ah, here is the monk. (Re-enter Claud b ) So, 
venerated and pious father, hath my tender wife made con- 
fession ? 

Claude. An honest one, good son. 
Grin. {^Looking timidly at the door,) Honest ! You know, 
then, of the prisoner ? 

Claude. (Startings^ Prisoner! What prisoner ? 
Grin. (Aside,) This is her honest confession I (7b 
Claude.) Not a word to my wife, as yon compassionate my 
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bonee. Bat, can you read^ leamed &tfaer ? (Skewimg de atp.) 
These turrets don't rain silver caps lor nothing, as tHb sBgbt 
bump on my head might testify. 

Claude. Ah, I understand. (Ande.) Had this stratagem 
succeeded, I had perished ibrmy crune, and she had still been 
my rival's. {7h Grin.) Phoebus, whom all Pbris imagines 
dead? 

Grin. The same — there, in — (PotalMy <o larrs^.) 

Claude. (T^nrtlm^ the cup inio hU rofts.) Disdoss not 
thou one syllable of this elsewhere. The innocent Bohsmian 
is in safe hands — it will be her own &nlt if I efiect not her 
deliverance. 

Grin. Oh, charitable &ther, there is yet another innocent 
whose deliverance thou wouldst do well to effect. 

Claude. (Coldfy.) Speakst thou of Phoebus? 

Grin. No, blessed saint; of myself, Gringoire, the poet. 
I am a lost child of the Muses. 

Claude. How am I to save thee ? 

Grin. By feelingly causing the head of my predous wife 
to be chopped off instead of that of Elsmeralda — the law will 
be much better satisfied, and I a philosophic widower. 

Claude. Thy wife approacheth. 

{Enter Coucou.) 

Cou. OringoireJ 

Grin. (Trembling.) Here am I, sweetheart. Impose thy 
gentle commands on me, that, light as Cupid on the wings 
of morning, I may fly to — (Throwing himself into a tiptoe at- 
titude.) 

Cou. (Striking him.) Stuff! Quicksand bring me in a 
faggot, or— 

Grin. Don't exert yourself, dove — I'm going. {Aside.) 
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A &ggot ! Would it were to burn the witch with ! I — {teeing 
Coucou angry) — Sugar-sops, I'm gone. Oh, la ! 

(ExUy p. s., looking beseechingly at Claude.) 

CoiJ. What mystery is that ? 

Claude. He knows of our captive. 

Cou. How? 

Claude. {Shewing cup.) This device, from yon window. 
He must be more closely watched. Three days, and two 
thouaand crowns are at your disposal. 

Cou. But Esmeralda may not perish; though for her 
beauty I love her not. No ; harm must not reach her life- 
even for the gain of a million of crowns, every crown of 
gold. 

Claude. To that, by bead and book, have I not solemnly 
sworn ? I will keep my oath. 

Cou. Or terrible will be the fury of our tribe, on Clopin 
and on me, for daring, unknown to them, to tamper with the 
girl's life. 

Claude. If nor prayers, nor suffering, can turn her heart 
unto me — to him who loves her'vyond the quiet of his own 
soul — then, though the axe be rai^voJ o'er her head, then will 
I save her, even as I have vowed to thee and thy gipsy king. 

Cou. Enough. Gringoire returns." 

Claude. Benedicite! (Exity o.p.) 

(Enter Gringoire, tuith faggoty P.s.) 

Cou. Laggard ! 

Grin. Can I be laggard when I haste to thee ? Oh ! 
(tighing affectedly.) 

Cou. Thou shall not be so when thou hastenest from me. 

{Snatch's a stick and beats Atm.) 

Grin. Oh, mercy, sweetheart ! Sugar-posset! Oh I 

{She beats him into house.) 
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SCENE II. 

A iolUary Dungeon, lit bjf a tingle lamp. A deeoeni, F. s. A 

9ecret door^ o.p. 

EiSMfi&ALDA ditcoveredj in Aegarbqfapeniienifieaiedomtoine 

eiruw^ 

E^MBR. How sadly slow the hours in darkness pass, when 
the heart aches, and sleep deserts the eyelidsl and yet I 
slept; for, in my troabled dreams a flood of golden sunli^ 
burst upon me, and, once again, I stood in the dear, beamy 
day, the joyous creature of a cloudless world. He was 
there^ — ^my brave, my noble Phcebus— rail radiant as the 
sun whose name he bore. I saw him, distinctly, as even 
now, to my fieuicy he appears, (rising,) extending wide his 
arms, and, as I boimded to them, he vanished, — in his 
stead — ah — (covering her eyes, and recoiling on her knees.) Hor- 
ror ! Save me ! 

(Enter Claude through a secret door,) 

Claude. (Crazing €U her.) Esmeralda! Behold thy con-, 
fessor. ( Throtving aside his dark mantle^ he is richljf clad in 
monkish robes.) 

EsMER. My destroyer ! (Shuddering.) 

Claude. Say, rather, thy preserver. One word— one little 
word — uttered by thy lips, these gloomy walls shall fly, as by 
a taUsman, asunder, and thou be free. Happy Esmeralda, 
^^mine, 

EsMBR. Leave me, unholy tempter ; leave me to the doom 
by thee inflicted. 

Claude. By me inflicted ! Desperate is the resource 
of despairing love, I am here to avert every suffer- 
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ing) beautiful Esmeralday mine* Look on me, Esmeralda. 
{Oratping her hand.) 

EIsMBR. {Shuddering and recoUing.) Oh, unhand me ! As 
I lay here in my dreary dungeon, alone, there came, gliding 
in the dark, across the chilling pavement, a viperous creature, 
that sought to nestle itself in my dishevelled hair. I seized 
it, shuddering with disgust, as its clammy folds encircled my 
fingers, and dash'd it there ; yet, even that loathsome crea- 
ture, horrible as it was, polluted monk, it were less revolting 
for me to call back again, and foster it, like a dove, in this 
despairing bosom, than to endure the pressure of thy hand, 
fora single moment. 

Claude. There is anguish for thee — there is death for 
thee : I will transform them to joy and life. 

ElsMER. Xo, no. Worse than anguish, worse than deatii, 
it were, to live for thee. 

Claude. Oh, Esmeralda ! Esmeralda ! — ere I saw thee, I 
was virtuous, pious, happy. 

EsMER. (fFringing her hands.) And I — miserable I — 

Claude. Girl, interrupt me not. Yes, I was happy, inno- 
cent, till one day — one &tal day !— listen to me, Esmeralda, 
(the rieee) — I was sitting, buried in meditation, at the grating 
of my cell,— I heard the sound of a tambourine. I cast my 
eyes below — unfortunate transgression ! There, in the bril- 
liant sunshine — less radiant than herself— I beheld a creature 
dancing ; a creature so beautiful, so exquisite, that the sky 
might have chosen her for its fiurest inmate. Elsmeralda, it 
was thee ! Surprised, charmed, intoxicated, I felt, fit>m that 
moment, the hand of &te was on me. 

Bsmer. Fly, for ever, the wretched cause of thy misery. 

Claude. Impossible! Sorceress, I have struggled but too 

E 
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long and vainly; my brain is turned ; all Aat ahoaU have 
waked of virtue in my soul, the memofyof Ifaae had yoodi^j 
lulled to 8leep. Like men periduag in anow^ I tookplMaare 
in yielding to tfaia dumber. I knew no ecitaey but ta po* 
nounce thy name. I have prayed that I mi|^t fiMgat the^ 
but in vain. T hnrn wrpt thit T rcmlfl nnt rnani fn ranMiinlwi 
thee. I have fiiUowed thee under ev«iy fiwrm— under ^nsyr 
excitement — kvep indignation, jealoaiy, deepair; wweaje 
may be the next, jbr, ardent as iea^ lov«, to tenibie woold 
be my hate. Save thyself from Ad; aava me pity me. 
Mercy, or I am loet eternally! (J & ie rff iy.) I^ ! pily ! 

EsMSR. Pity! alas! you who know so well what love 
is, yet could murder all that I loved ; fir, oh, I still heKtve 
it was thy voice, thine, which I heard in the gi{My 's chamber, 
when my poor Phcebus — God ! why do I recollect what a 
noble creature he was ? so brave — so generous ! ah I how 
^enderly did he love me ! how ardently did I worship Imn ! 
The hours that I have watched for him ! a smile of his thr 
b'unny glitter of his armonr — ^the joyous wavijqg of his plume ! 
—and all diis hath ceasedj— he is gone ;— earth no loi^r 
holds him; and you, you would speak to me o^ what? love ! 
love, which, like the last star fiuiing heSare the tempest, ex- 
pired in tins desolate heart with him. (JVUdi]^.) Phoebus^ 
Give him to me ! Where, wh«:e is he ? 

C^UDB. (Morosely.) Dead! 

EsMER. Kill me also. It were a deed to redeem tl\y soul : 
it would seem a crime, but be a meicy, 

Claude. I would enable thee to escape; I will forsake 
my vows. Together, we will seek that land where most joy 
is to be found. I will be all to thee. 

EsMER, Phoebus ! 
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ClJlCTds. Utter not that name ; but save thyself. The 
aeiflbld awaits thee— >the executioner hath whetted his axe — 
the fcoMep of the guard, coming to conduct thee to thy 
doom, is on the stairs — listen ! What will sustain thee ? 

EsMsm. (Firmfy.) Innocence! 

Claudb. Fearest thou not the grave ? 

EofKB. No ; Phoebus is there : we shall meet. 

Clauds. Is it easier to die for him, than to live for me ? 

EsMKR. Leave me, cruel and peijured monk. Yet, one 
thing I would thaiO^ thee for : it is; that thou hast taught me 
to despise a life which thy subtlety compels me to reMn- 
qoish. No more ; no more. I am prepared ! Nothing can 
render me thine — nothing— never! 

Claudb. Inflexible Bohemian! Thou destroyest thyself 
Bdiold the guard. 

(Enter Guards down the detceni, p.s.) 

BtMBS. Ohy welcome, death ! 

C&AUDB. Esmoralda ! but one word. 

EsMBS. Hioebus! 

(Music. She is guarded up the deeoeni. He mAee end at 
eecret door.) 



SCENE III. 

Sgjerior of Noire Dame. A window of heae^ Sione-work, emd 

Painting^ above a Sa^jfUd. 

Quasimodo enters hastily, and survejfs the Sct^/hld. 

QuAS. Must I ring the knell which tolls in mockery of her 
miaeries ? I^ — no ; I cannot. Accursed scaflxdd ! How comes 
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it that avenging lightnings descend not, fiom offendad haa TBu , 
to sink and buiy thee in earth's dark centre? Wliy, why 
did I take that oath? Aai oath to aanst the monk in this lo- 
femal enteiprise, — and dke the victim ? What k gzntitiidefcr 
a worthless life, like mine, that it should kindle up a pQe on 
which to sacrifice the innocent ? Esmendda ! that dear Es- 
meralda, for whom I would gladly immolate this misahapen 
body, as though it were but a grain of dust unworthy of beiDg 
trampled on by her feet, this monk would bring to the edge 
of the axe ; he would then say to her, ** Young Bohemian, 
Phoebus, whom thou lovest, lives no longer; he who loves 
thee as tenderly, awaits to rescue thee from an ignominions 
late ; wilt thou be mine ? " Should she say aye— here at 
the foot of the 6cafi()ld — aye, even to him, it will be no mote 
than natural; she is but a woman — a trembling, foriom 
woman — and death is terrible even to the strong of heart. 
Should she say no, what then ? Must she perish ? It shall 
not be. Quasimodo, the hunchback, hath an arm of iron : 
Esmeralda, it should snatch thee from the scaffold, were the 
blood-thirsty axe raised, and thou on thy knees at the block! 

(Music. Ru$hes mU.) 

Enter Gudule, and Mauibtte, who attempts to draw away 

the former. 

GuD. (Struggling,) I must — I will behold her. I heard 
them say it, through my grated cell, I heard it — '< the Bohe- 
mian girl is to die." Lo ! ye, in yon dismal and dreary vault, 
how long and vainly have I wept, and prayed of heaven 
to restore my child — my child stolen from me by those ac- 
cursed Egyptians? And now, that a daughter of their cruel 
tribe is about to perish, thou wouldst drag me — me from 
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Am ocene. No, do; let me stay to witness whether her 
MoAer-^hers— will not come hither to weep, and tear her 
disheyelled hair, as I tear mine. Should it be so, MaUette, 
I shall laugh, and cry aloud, ** Look ! look ! look ! at the 
gipey mother ! — how bitterly she laments for her own ! See, 
the tribe of Bohemians mourning all around her. Wretches ! 
little cared they for a mother's anguish when they stole firom 
me my only one — my onh^ one. Curse them !" 

Mahi. But tins poor girl — so handsome, so friend le s s 

GuD. Friendless ! — ^is she more friendless than I ? Is she 
more handsome than was my child — my little Agnes ? Hers 
was not mortal beauty. Methinks, I gaze upon her now, 
— there, where I left her under the rose-tree, smiling like a 
cherub in the sun-light : I quitted her but an instant ; yet, 
ere I returned, the gipsy sorceress had been there — the 
ogress ! I called in vain for my ini^t, — I heard the mock- 
eiy of a loud laugh, — I saw, as it were, the &ces of de- 
mons glaring at me through the foliage ; I looked into the 
dear fountain for my lost treasure, — the coimtenance of an 
insulting fiend met mine. ''She is gone — ^my child is 
gone !" I cried, franticly, to rocks and woods, and even Echo 
mocked my despair, by responding, " She is ^one ."' (JVetps,) 
Gone! 

Mahi. Poor unfortunate ! 

GuD. Last night, when the chimes of Notre Dame pealed 
forth the midnight hour, the shade of my child came to the 
grating of my cell. '' To-morrow f** she said, ''at the scaflfold, 
where the Bohemian girl is condemned to die, there will I be, 
' Mother* '* She called me mother — ha ! ha ! ha ! My 
heart danced at the music of her voice — ^feel how il throbs 

now. They say music will tame a lion ; but ffiod#r hatb 

e2 
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a sweeter note than music. (LooMi^atoirf.) Child, when art 
thou? I am here, yet I perceive not thee— thy modwr. 

Mahi. Hark ! it is the gip^, ill-&led BsmeiaUa. 

QuD. (8urpri»ed.) Esmeralda ! — is it she ? Thdr beauty, 
their May Queen, as they called her,— 'tis she, is it? I'to 
witnessed her antics, the glittor of her garments. (BUierfyJ) 
The youDg sybil^she, — I'll speak to her — ^I'll*— 

(Going, p.s.) 

Mahi. (Deiaiiu ker.) For pity's sake, as thou art a 
Christian woman. 

(Music. Enter Men^-armi, ArAen, Monki, Nnn*, 
4^., conducting in EjSMBBALDA, a taper m Aer 
handf a rope about her waitt. T%e Execuiwner 
ascends the scaffold; a concourse of People and 
Gipsies foliow in the procession,) 

CHORUS OF MONKS AND NUNS. 

Spirits bright of endlett light. 

Bid those throbs of mnguish cetse ; 

Come, descend, her sorrows end. 
And crown her heart with holy peace. 

Spirits, &c 

Herald. (Advancing and reading,) '^ Bohemian girl, calling 
yourself Esmeralda, whereas you are accused, on the evi- 
dence of the good monk, Claude, of Notre Dame, of being 
accessory to the death of Captain Phoebus de Chateaupers, 
and of obstinately refusing to reveal the names of your 
confederates, it is the will of his Most Sacred Majesty King 
Louis of France, that you do pay the forfeit of your crime 
with your life, on this public scaffold ; and you are now 
asked, for the last time, will you, or will you not, full con- 
fession make r" 
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E^BR. (^Caimfy.) I am innoceDt 

Herald. (Taking the taper,) Elnough-^my duty is per^ 
formed. Take leave of your friends. (HereOret.) 

GiPST WoMBN. {Kunng her hands,) Esmeralda! Es* 
meralda! 

EIsMBR* Dear, dear friends. 

GuD. (Gazing at her,) I would speak to her; I would 
mock her; but I am choaked. I have no utterance for 
scorn. The anger of mine eye is quenched in tears. I 
weep for the Bohemian's daughter. I, — poor pale thing-^ 
poor thing ! ( Gazing intenify.) 

EIsMER. Youy who know me best, know me incapable of 
this crime ; but even you little imagine how tenderly I loved 
him, for whom I suffer. For his sake, death comes to me 
shorn of its terrors. 'Tis true I am yoimg — ^there might 
have been for me, still, a few years of happiness — yet — no,— -» 
not without him. And — do not weep so, kind Alice. See, 
Lacelle faints. ( Consoling one, supporting another,) 

GuD. (Aside,) I came to curse — did I not ? 

ElsMER. To you, Gertrude, I bequeath this ring. It is 
of small worth ; but you, I feel, will remember that it was 
Esmeralda's. To you, Phiona, my tambourine. Its sound 
will sometimes remind you of how happy we have often 
been together, dancing. Bless you 1 — ^bless you ! (Embrace.) 

GuD. Lead me — lead me hence, — I will go pray for her — 
pray. . (Retiring.) 

EsMER. One favoiur I would ask. (Gudulb Keiems.) 
You are aware, all of you, that I am not a Bohemian ; but 
that I was stolen from my mother—* 

Guo. Stolen from her mother ! 
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EsMBR. She, whom I reoognited aa B mottMr, ia hflr dgfhf 
moment, gave me this Uftde efldvoidered ^oreu 

duD. (jitide.) An emfafoideied glove I 

EsMBB. It was on my hand, when die leeeived bm^ an 
infant to her bosom. It was her belief that it would, one 
day, enable me to find my real mother. Flaoe it wiA mejn 
my grave— -there only, I and my mother ean now meet 

GuD. (RmMny forward.) That glove,— apeak, uBimpfif 
one, doth it resemUe this ? — ^nay, do not recoil from me. 
This glove— (/Mftfiy m her 6oMm)— 4t hath rested here— 
here, next my poor desolate heart, fi»r fifteen long yeaiv^ 
was all the cruel gipsies left me of my child. It is wrooi^t 
in gold. I wrought it, to deck the hand oi my pretty one. 
It was vanity ; but her hands were so small, so exquisite, so 
beautiful. Here it is. (^PvUing a glove from her boaom.) 
Let us compare them. 

EsMBR. Heavens ! they are alike. 

Maui. Exactly. 

GuD. Yes, exactly the same. I know — I — those features ! 
Child, thine age — thine age ? 

£^MEB. Nineteen to-morrow. 

Guo. Aye, since the day I lost thee. I remember— 1«— 
(jParting her hair, and examining her ftearl^,) Yes ! yes ! 
yes I I have found her again. My Agoes ! — my daughter ! 

EIsMBR. (Rushing into her arms.) Mother ! 

GuD. It is the same word, — the same voice that I heard 
last night. Thanks — ^thanks! I have found my daughter f 
Ha— ha — ha ! (Kissing EIsmbralda in joyful tenderness.) 
(Claude appears near ike scaffold, wearing the habit <f 
the Confessor.) 



DEFORMED OF NOTRE DAME. 49 

Clau. Tis fortunate — her mother-««he will no longer 
despise life : one more bold step— she's mine. 

(He make* a sign to a man at arm$, who uxxms EiSMBBALDA 
to ascend the scaffold,) 
GuD. What would he ? Heed not him. How happy we 
shall be! 

£l8MBB. Happy ! Alas, mother, I am condemned to 
die! 

GuD. Die — ^no — thou art innocent. 
E^MER. Yes, mother, yes. 

GuD. Let us be gone. In Languedoc, I have a fair 
name — kindred — affluence. 
EsMER. Unhappy Esmeralda ! 

Clau. {Aside,) She relents : the hour of triumph comes. 
( Cruard interposing. ) 
EsMER. Since it must be — mother — ^farewell ! 
GuD. (dinging to her,) No, no : did I find thee for this ? 
They cannot, will not part us again ; it is impossible. Men, 
fathers,— on our knees, — the mother, — the daughter,— im- 
ploring mercy ! {She forces Esmeralda to kneet^and iifU yp her 
hands in Iier own,) Mercy ! my child, they shall not have 
thee again — no — I'll cling around thee in icy death ! — thy 
mother. Fll never quit thee more — no, no, no— never. 

{She clings^ screaming^ to ESMERALDA, who^ as they force 
her towards scaffold^ drags her halfacroes the stage. 
GuDULE falis senseless. Esmebalda, by a sudden 
effort, releases herself runs, lifts yp the head ef her 
mother, and kisses her,) 
E^MER. One kiss — it b the last! (^Gaxing ai Gudulb.) 
So pale, so still ! If she be sleeping, do not distuii) her; if 



50 KftMBRALDA; OB, TBB 

ihe be dead, seek not to call her bade: then it DOthiBg Sr 
her here, — not even her dauf^tBr^r-^MiduBg but m ia a y . 
deq^! (Placui^ her m frmmd.) Mj poor mofliflr! mo- 
ther, — ^it is a sweet word ! Wake not^ ttodMr^— edr not, 
mother ; wait where' thou art^— in heasren, ttiy child ^till 
come to thee ! (Siarimg tip.) Tes^ mother, to FhaBbm^ 
and to thee. Headsman, I am leadj. ( Apfnm eki my 
9oe^fbld.) 

Clau. {Aj)proa£kkigJkr9mti9peaku^mmiwvake.) Es- 
meralda, 'tis not too late, — live but fcr me. (EsMHiuubDA 
akmdtkrf, andgUdeipatt Aim.) 

EsMEB. Phoebus calls me ! ' Mother, we shall meet {jh- 
cewUnff scaffold') 

Clau. Wih thou die? 

EIsMER. He is dead. 

Clau. I'll not survive thee ! This dagger — Esme- 
ralda, — one word! (Aiming a secret dagger at hie won 
breast,) 

EsMER. Mother — Phoebus — ^I come ! 

(She throws herself on the block; the axe is raised; a 
general feeling (^ horror is displayed : at thai me- 
ment the window is burst asunder, and the mU- 
stretd^ hand of Quasimodo seizes the ajse; he 
pushes aside the Executioner, and raising thefaini- 
ing EsMBlUiLDA, he bears her towards the window.) 

QUAS. (fFielding the axe.) Forbear this hellish rite ! She 
is innocent, and shall not die. Men-at-arms, move one step 
towards me — the strength of worlds is in this determined 
hand ; this uplifted axe shall strike bim dead that fidlows 
Esmeralda to the shrine. Comfort, Esmeralda ! To the 
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canolaarjr, to the saxictuaiy — 'tis the refuge of tiie guihj — 
shall be of the innocent — ^the sanctuary ! 

(/fe bean her away. Tike wm/dmoM ebne,) 

Cry of People, Quasimodo ! 

Claude. (On the scaffoldy repeUing the sokHert.) Beware ! 
She is rescued. Profane not the sanctuary. 

(MiTBic. A picture isfimned — the people shouting, ** Qua- 
simodo ! " The soldiers advancing to the window, 
repelled by the Monk. Gudulb supported by Ma- 
HIETTE and other women, o.p.) 



ACT UL— SCENE L 

7%€ Sanctuary, 
Enter Quasimodo, with Ebmcralda, insennble, in his arms, 

QcTAS. I have succeeded — she is in the sanctuary. They 
mH not dare to follow. (Looking ai Ebmbealda.) She 
broathoo — ^her heart throbs and palpitates against nine 
Ufainst mime — Oh^ that these c(»isecrated walls mig^ abnt 
out the world, from us, for ever 1 Us — she so beautifiid^ I to 
hideous ! Ah, those eyes re-open ! Esmeralda ! 

EsMBR. Take away that axe. Idother! Phcebus! Where 
am I? 

QcAS. In safety. 

EsMBR. In the grave? With Death ? And Ihaa I (Shmi- 
dising.) 

QuAS. Bohemian — appalling as I aeem-^ am he thut 
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hath snatched thee from deaths even while hit oohl arm en- 
circled thee. 

EiSMBR. It was kind—- yet that blow adminiatiNed— 

QuAS. Maiden, thou hast much to live finr. 

EiSMBB. A mother — duty. 

QuAs. Love! 

EiSMBR. 'TIb a passion that lies fioxen in my heart — its 
tomb is here. {Pre$sing her hawm.) 

QuAs. Unlock that tomb, then, and bid thy love spring 
up, and be the golden crocus, bursting into sunlight, evoi 
through the snows of sorrow. He that loves thee, fiset / 

EsMBR. My Phoebus ? 

QuAS. Aye — iky Phcebus. 

EsMER. Do not mock my sufferings. 

QuAS. If thou couldst look into my heart, I — (checking 
himself) — Behold this silver cup ! I found it twenty seconds 
since, in the cell of Father Claude. 

EsMER. (ff^ith a burst of Joy.) 'Tis Phoebus' writing! 
Where is he ? Doth he know what, for him, I have endured ? 

QuAS. He shall know all. He is a captive, as this cup 
declares ; but at-midnight, I, Quasimodo, will steal forth, and 
send those to aid him that shall bring him to thee. Here, in 
Notre Dame, then, when they seek thee in the morning, he 
will be with thee to attest thine innocence; he — Chappy, 
happy Phoebus ! 

EsMER. And thou, also, in the contemplation of that hap- 
piness which — 

QuAS. ( Troubled,) Come with me into the church. Though 
this sanctuary enshrine thee from others, it will not so from 
the Monk — methinks I hear his footstep. I remember, near 
the altar, is a curious tomb, which opens by a hidden spring 
— there I'll conceai thee. 
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EsMRR. Horror ! with the dead ? 

QUAS. The dead will accord thee life — the living kill Chee. 

EsMBR. Shouldst thou fail to return, in that awful solitude, 
perhaps, to perish ! 

QuAS. Doubt not me ; my mission is not of earth— a pore, 
and a bright spirit hovers o'er me, for thy sweet sake. Thou, 
in safety, ere yon bat, which screams the vesper hour, hadi 
ceased her moonlit circlets round these cloisters, thou, Esme- 
ralda, shalt be free — ^be blessed ; 'tis all I ask to live for — all 
to die for ! Fear not Quasimodo. 

ElsMER. No — Thou hast saved me. (ExewU,) 



SCENE IL 
A Gloomy Chamber in the Ferry Hou$e. 

m 

Phcebus discovered. 

Phobb. Again the night descends, and I am here a cap- 
tive. What am I to understand? — ^my mind racks itsetf 
with vain conjectures. Could Esmeralda have been sensible 
of the attempt to do me wrong ? No ; perish the though ! 
The dark figure which wielded the dagger — it was Claude^ 
the Monk of Notre Dame. How had I moved a holy turn 
to such resolved malice ? — Conjecture — All is vaio ! 

(.S^i^b on a chair. Ndie.) 

Grin. (Oii^ncfe.) Captain! Captain Phoebus! 

Pbobb. My name ! Who calls ? 

Grin. Hush ! Read that paper. 

{A paper ihn$at Arowgk db^r.) 
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Phobb. Paper! Ah! (TUast jMper.) Hmiftia. (JZeocb.) 
^ Be upon your guard. — ^If you are not at Hber^, Earner- 
alda, who has been saved by Providenoe^'tfais ni^t,wiD 
be torn fiom the aanctnaiy of Notre Dame, and eze- 
Guted, in the morning, finr your murder/' Great Fowera ! 
My poor Elsmeralda! (jReodSr.) ^ I am myadf ao narrowly 
watched as not to be able to qmt this house. There is only 
one hope left me : While my wife, Couoou, sleeps, I'D blow 
upthe house. Stand fiom the door, and in the coofiision look 
to yourself. Grinooirb." 

Phobb. Blow up the house ! Lode to myself in the ooofh- 
sion! What the deuce does he mean? Gringoiie! Grin- 
goire ! (CalUng at dour.) Are you mad ? Tou brgei I'm a 
prisoner, and can't escape. Gringoire ! 

(An explosion it heard, TTie door it bloum down. Enter 
GrinooirEi through sparks of fire; his face black; 
his nightgown and cap on; a svoord in his hand, rwi- 
ning about and (iffecHng terror.) 
Grin. Help! help! Fireworks — crackers— explosions — 
(Aside.) Don't be alarmed — ^it was only a very little barrel : 
no other way of forcing open that door. If people will keep 
combustibles in their houses, combustibles it must be expected 
will explode. Murder ! I only hope the damage may have 
reached Madame — see how she'll relish being blown up, her- 
self— Mur — 

Clopen, &c. (Outside.) The varlet ! Strangle him ! 
Grin. Oh, la ! They've smoked the plot. Nothing kills 
the devil's pets — ^here they come. (Bawling.) Murder ! Fire ! 
Poor, dear Madame Gringoire! Should she be harmed or 
killed— (-^wcfe) No such luck. (7oPh<ebus.) This villain 
of a prisoner— Don't think to pass — no, no. (Aside.) Here's 



DEFORMED OF NOTRE DAME. 55 

a sword — ^run the first man through the body that opposes 
your way. The door is open ; now follow me, or — (^ReooiUng.) 
Ohy la! Madame b alive ! (Collaring Phqbbus.) You pass 
not — you pass not. 

Enter Coucou, Clofin, and Cripsie^y their faceM Uackwitk Ae 

explosion, 

Cou. Hound! (To Gringoirb.) 

Grim. Ah, then I am truly happy ! My dear wife survives. 
(Aside.) Cruel Belzebub ! not to seize her in his own ele- 
ment — ^I'm sure he might have mistaken the whole group for 
part of his own family. 

CiiOP. ( Threatenin§i him,) You are the author of this mis- 
chief, dog ! 

Grin. Dog ! Pretty compliments! You say truly, a watch- 
ful dog I am : 'twas I blew out the blowing up, or you had, 
ere now, all been spared the expense of warming pans. Why 
do you keep stich combustibles in the house ? A courageous 
dog I am, or where had your prisoner been ? 

(Clopin picking up the paper which PBceBUS has dropt.) 

Clop. This is the certificate of your fidelity. 

Grin. Oh, murder ! My head is in that piece of papa*. 
{Gets behind Phobbus.) 

Cou. Seize the wretch ! 

Clop. Hang him ! 

All. Hang him ! 

Ph(eb. Dare to touch him at peril of your lives. Hie at- 
tempt, on his part, was generously made to rescue me firom 
your clutches ; and the first man that, in my presence, has 
the temerity to place a finger upon him, in the way of vio* 
lence, shall pay the trespass with his life's blood. (Presenting 
he sword,) 



r. 
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Clop. Captain, yoa are a bold man. 

Phieb. So bold, that I will no longer hero lemain a pri- 
•oner; and I question you, by what right you dare to reiCiaiB 
me — me, a captain in the King's service? 

Clop. Be satisfied ; we seek not your Ufe. Claude^ the 
rich monk of Notre Dame, gives us a thousand crowns for 
your captivity, till Esmeacalda shall have oonsmted to be- 
eomehis. 

Ph<bb. His! Heard Inotofan exeeution? That paper— 

Clop. Execution ! — a mere piece of mnmmeiy, got up to 
frighten the girl, which he can stop, though the aace be raissd 
—-eo hath he sworn to us ; or, if he do not, she is none of 
our tribe. 

Ph(eb. And needs may perish for your accursed interests. 
Devils ! for I will not think so meanly of humanity as believe 
it could give utterance to words of such cold depravity. 

Clop. Have a care ; you are in the gipsies' haunt. 

Phceb. Were I in the haunt of fiends, my indignation 
could not check itself. Back ! and let me pass, or look to 
your life. 

Clop. Seize upon them both ; we are not to be outlnuved. 
{Seizing him,) 

Phobb. Ruffian ! off ! or unto death I'll dash thee. (DoiA- 
ing kim off.) 

All. Down with him ! — our father bleeds! 

(7%cy duarm and surround him, drawing forth knives. 
Gringoirb rusJies out,) 

Phgbb. I see I am devoted. Strike, assassins — I can fall 
like a soldier. {^Throwing himself on his knee in the centre,) 
All. (^Abont to strike,) Revenge our father's blood ! 
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(Croih, Enter Gringoire hasHhf.) 

Grin. I have opened the door — ^they are here. 
* All. Who? 

Grin. The King's Archers. 

(Enter Ernest and Arcken^ 

Ph(EB. (Sinking into Ernest's arrm.) My friend| you are 
just in time. 

Clop. Who has betrayed us ? 

Ern. This cup — Quasimodo— You are our prisoners alL 
Away I away ! 

Ph(EB. Elsmeralda! — 

Ern. Is alive. We will seek her. 

Ph(EB. Where? 

Ern. In the sanctuary of Notre Dame. (^Sxeunt,) 

Grin. Madame Gringoire, I divorce myself from you, — ^by 
the sacred pitcher, I do it. ( To Clopin.) Mi^ty Ring of 
Rats ! and you, august princes of the same trap— I most re- 
spectfully beg of you to — March ! Hem ! 

(Strutting out, shouldering the sword; they/bOow, guarded*) 



SCENE THE LAST. 

r%« interior of Notre Dame by Moonlight; at the extremity of 

the aisle, a pair of heavy /olding-doors, and a lofty stone 

gallery y with a descent^ on the lefty into another gaUery^ whkk 

conducts to the centre of the churdi. Near the front of the 

stagey O.P., is an ancient tomby in brass worky supporting the 

figure of a kneeling woman. 
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Music. Quasimodo ofpmn m Ae wimmligkt, mntU o uJ j f 
emerff ing from hAM apiBar ; hehupmikkmrmfm 
batkei; he €^pproackei Ae hra$$ tomh, mnd i^Ur 
lookktg caiUiouify aroundf epeake^ 

QuAS. CIn a low voice.) Bobemittn ! Esmeralda ! 

(The door qf Ae tomb eiowl^ opate, and Esmbbalda 
tyapean,) 

EisM. Quasimodo— fienerous preserver! I — (ieitftrftiy ) 
I would speak of— 

QuAS. Phcebus? 

EsM. Oh, yesy yes. Assure me that he lives ; and— 

QuAS. That I cannot. The cup, I have taken it to Captain 
Earnest ; he, with his archers, ib gone to the Ferry House — 
there is hope ; but thou — thou &mishest : here is food for 
thee. Ekit — eat. (^(riving her the baskets,) 

EUsM. Hark ! heard I not a footstep ? 

QuAS. If so, 'tis one of danger — the monk, perhaps, who 
mad, distracted, calls on thy name, and seeks thee every 
where. Conceal thyself, but, be careful thou close not, quite, 
those brazen doors — the spring which secures them, is a 
secret one, known, as I think, to me alone— once fastened, it 
can only be undone by a hand on the outside — ah ! that glare 
of light In — in — ^it is thine enemy. 

(Music. She goes hastily into the tomb, v^hidt he closes 
softlyy and glides behind a pillar, Claude ap- 
pears in Ae distance, pale and haggard, a torch in 
his hand; as lie advances, Quasimodo steeds across 
Ae aisle, and appears to enter from an opposite 
side.) 
Claude. Quasimodo — Quasimodo! 
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QUAS. (Gloomify approaching.) I am here ; what would'st ? 

Claude. The sanctuary is deserted — where is Elsmeralda ? 

QuAS. In safety. 

Claude. Dog ! why hast thoa avoided me till thb late 
hour ? Tell me> where hast thou hidden the young Bohemian ? 

QuAS. Where Heaven knows to find her. Consider, a 
king's warrant might yet drag her to a midnight scaffold. 

Claude. Fool ! what knowest thou of such matters ? they 
cannot harm her. Let me whisper in thine ear — Phoebut 
lives. 

QuAS. For Esmeralda ? 

Claude. {fVUdly.) No, no, no. I cannot support the 
thought; I have vowed to wed Elsmeralda — in death 
united — mine — mine — ^this dagger is for her — for me ; clasped 
in these expiring arms, I will leap with her into the grave-— 
he will not tear her from me there. Ha ! ha ! ha I (FFUSy,) 

QuAS. Distracted monk ! Fly and save thyself! lest the 
infuriated throng, convinced of thine iniquity, do tear thee 
presently asunder, and dye this marble pavement with thy 
blood. 

Claude. Elsmeralda! whom unto the soul's perditioii I 
do love. 

QuAS. Love ! thou mistaken one. I'll tell thee what 
love is — I, that am unread in books, as thou art, save Nature's 
book, will tell thee what love is. It is upon the altar of the 
heart, to fix the image most beloved, and worship it, with 
untold thoughts, like holy prayers-— to yield it attributes, as 
to a saint, with joy fulness, e'en though those attributes destroy 
ourselves. In true love there can be no base desires, such as 
thine — no jealousy, no revenge: such passions are for 
demons — love disclaims them. 
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Claudb. Ck>ld-lieBrtad idiot ! what is this thon qwBkMt ? 
thou that ne'er didst feel, but as theae chill cloi8tBi% whid 
r^ect the sunshiney yet ring in mockery of heaven. No^ I 
will not fiom my purpose be delayed. Esmeralda Ut /— 
never ! I know she's not &r off. Every tomb rU seaidh-* 
nor coffin, nor winding sheet shall 'scape me. 

QuAS. (Abrupt!^ maickmg Ae torA.J In darkness be it 
then ; while I yon sullen doors, to the moltitudey throw open. 

Claudb. Those doors: heavily locked they are; the k^y 
is gone. None enter here till she and I lie dead. 

QuA8. Tiger ! since, for thee, even the shrine hath no 
sanctity 'neath which to shield the innocent ; with this torch, 
flaming like a beacon to all Paris, fiom yonder gallery will I 
denounce thee — ^hypocrite ! murderer / 

{Approaching the stairs, P. s.) 

Claude, (detaining him, and recovering the torch.) Stay> 
imp, that flashest like an unnatural meteor before me — thus 
I extinguish thy soul. (Stabs him,) 

QuAS. I owed thee life ; thou hast paid thyself. 

(Tumult outside.) 

Claude. Ah! that tumult! — here, with his blood upon 
my hands, I must not be detected. 

(Ascends stairs, bearing with him the torch.) 

QuAS. I die ! — but still she will be saved. 'Tis he — the 
happy Phoebus comes. O — h I 

Enter Esmeralda, ^c. 

Esmbr. That shout, Phoebus! Ah ! Quasimodo slain. 
Claude. (Pausing on first gallery,) 'Tis Esmeralda! 
Hence! — I'll bear her with me ! 
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QuA8. Noy wretch I Yoa desceDd not this way. With 
my last coDvulsiDn I oppose thee. I — fly, BSsmeralda, lest in 
this struggle b e 

(Esmeralda enters tomb, which clatei wiih a cmM. 
Quasimodo ascends p. s.) 
Claude. Fool! dyiug, he bays my path. Ah! to 
yonder gallery ! — ^by that winding staircase, to avoid him, 
— ^o secure her. 

(He hurries up second gaUery, and crosses to o. P.) 

QuAS. (On first gaUery at the same time that the Monk is on 

second,) Stay, accursed Monk I — too well I read thy purpose ; 

but you quit not yonder gallery alive. No, never ! Thus 

I save Elsmeralda. 

(He pursues the Monk up second gallery^ drags him back, 
dashes him over the ballustrade ; then^ taking the 
torch from the side, looks after him a moment, A 
hud murmur is heard without,) 

QuAS. (Looking after Claude.) All is over — he is 
no more. Dashed to death, he lies outstretched, on the 
chilled pavement of these dim cloisters, to disturb the 
gloom whereof, the midnight echoes of his sohtary step 
were, once, the only music. How often have I, even 
I, in my dark loneliness, caught the welcome sound, 
and blessed myself that it was human ? Ugh ! what a 
stream of blood is there! Those still-expanding eyes;, 
kindling in the red gleam of this overhanging torch, look up, 
reproachfully, at me ! Those lips, scarce cold, seem quiver- 
ing in my appalled ear. Quasimodo! — murderer! (ReooiL 
ing in horror.) No — (listening,) — all is quiet — silent as the 
grave. A corse is but a corse — powerless — speechless. And 
I— life ebbs swiftly from my breast. I faint— Esmeralda ! 
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Ah! fihe bean me not, Oieal God I She is dint op in die 
tomb— the secret spring of which, is only known to me. I 
sink — she will be sa£focated — ^perish of fiunine. (iVbte.) 
They come too late — ^they will never find her. Ee 
I die. {Staggering downy hefaSa ai Ae/boi qfAe dain, p.8.) 
(Noise. T%e doon are hitrti open^-a grtmp tt eeem map-- 
porting the hodg ef Claude — Enter PHOBBDa^ 
Ebnbst, Oudule, CHpiiee, Ardkere, and Otixeme, 
with iorckee.) 
OuD. My child ! — ^my daughter! thy modier calls thee 
where art thou ? Innocoit one, he is alive ! 
Phgbb. Elsmeraida! Elsmeralda! hark! 

(^ screcmi it heard/ram ike iomb. The people^ whoare 
all searching about, pause on the ineiant,') 
GuD. It was her voice — a mother cannot forget it. Here 
it sounded. 

PnoeB. YeSy here in this tomb — all silent. Elsmeralda ! 
No reply. Heard I not a feeble moan ? She is perishing. 
Horror ! — the sepulchre is of brass — ^it cannot be riven 
asunder. Who — who will rescue fix>m a living grave the 
ill-starred Esmeralda ? 

QuAS. {Feebly.) Quasimodo. 

People. Quasimodo! (They support him forward.) 

Phgbb. Esmeralda! 

QuAS. In that tomb — the secret spring. 

All. Secret spring. 

GuD. Oh ! speak. 

QuAS. {Losing his recollection.) Yes, I — the blood 
forsakes my brain. Memory — memory ; — the Monk !-— who 
said I had killed him. He was good once — kind — I — 

Ph(bb. The secret spring, — or Elsmeralda— 
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QuAS. {Reoovering and losing his recollection.) Ah ! yes, 
poor Esmeralda^ there — dying. The spring — listen how the 
bells chime — the bells of Notre Dame — sweet, sweet. 

Phcbb. Quasimodo, look at me — speak to me — save 
Esmeralda. 

GuD. 'Tis her distracted mother imploring. Oh ! Quasi- 
modo, while thus, in agony, I press thy hand, cold as a 
statue — 

QuAS. You are right — ^yes. Press the hand of the sUUue, 
Those bells again — (Absorbed.) 
Phobb. The hand of the statue ! 

(He presses the hand of the steUue, the doors of the tomb 
spring open^ and EjSMERALDA is lifted oiU 
insensible.) 
GuD. My child ! 

Phceb. Dear Elsmeralda ! Ah ! she lives — she knows me. 
EIsMER. Phoebus — mother! (Embrace.) 

QuAS. It is her voice ; but I no longer behold her. 
EsMBB. Quasimodo, thou bleedest. 
QuAS. 'Tib for thee, Esmeralda — let me but once clasp thy 
band, 'ds all I ask. (Phobbus places the hand ^EIsmbralda 
m that of Quasimodo, who kisses it.) It is enough that I am 
spared for this. Be happy, Elsmeralda. One prayer— one 
tear of thine, will suffice for the poor Hunchback of Notre 
Dame. (Falls.) Those bells again — ^they summon me — 
sweet, sweet bells. Ksme — ral — * (Dlwr.) 

A picture is formed by the various characters as the organ 
of the churdh^ mingling wiih the Mmes of the bells, 
peals forth the midnight mass. 
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SCENE I. 

T%e Interior of a Room, supposed io be at the back of a Shop, 
opening on a Street, which shop is seen through centre doors, 
and windows each side, with half curtains across. Two side^ 
doors on the P,s, and one onihe o,p. Table and chairs, 

Frank discovered listening at the 1st door, p.s. 

Fra. Briggs is fast asleep — (lAen crossing and listening at 
door o.p.) — and the widow not yet ready to come down. 
This is the very time, then, to have a little chat with my 
dear Ellen ; and if she had only tact enough to come and 
look for me — Apropos ! here she is I 

(Ellen peeping in at o.p. door.) 

Ell. May I come in ? 

Fra. Oh, yes, my dear Ellen ; it's very early, for I're 
only just opened the shop ; and, now we are quite alone, let 
me give you a kiss for to-day, ibr yesterday, for the day be- 
fore, for — 

Ell. I sha'n't ; pray leave me alone. 

Fra. What! refuse me, after being separated a whole 
year? 

Ell. It was your own doing. 

Fra. Very true ; but the instant I found an opportunity 

B 
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of re-UDiting us, I seized it. The Widow Pliant, our mis- 
tress, being in want of a servant, didn't I send for yon all 
the way from Chelmsford, and an't you installed in your 
office ever since yesterday ? 

Ell. Very pleasant, indeed, to be a maid, when one ex- 
pected to be something else. 

Fra. Patience, my dear little wife. I have a project in my 
head: Mrs. Pliant is a rich widow, about to retire from 
business, and I've some idea of being able to jump into her 
shoes. 

Ell. You ! Ha ! ha ! — and how, pray, when neither the 
one nor the other of us have a penny to bless ourselves? 

Fra. *I beg your pardon; I've one very valuable property : 
I flatter myself I have such an excellent address, (and that 
goes a great way in these days,) that whenever your fashion- 
able customers arrive, I am always selected to attend to their 
orders. Money, to be sure, is an useful commodity; but 
manners will make the money, and the man too. Therefore, 
my dear, be patient and discreet ; and, instead of measuring 
out tapes and ribbons by the yard hdiind the counter, I shall 
be talking by the hour before it. I know one, in particular, 
that will go mad at my good fortune. 

Ell. Who? 

Fra. Our foreman, whom you haven't seen yet. He was 
out when you arrived, and he did not come home till late, 
(if he came at all,) for he is a gallant — the very Don Juan of 
this p€u-t of the town — a good-looking fellow, (at least the 
women say so,) and all the girls are in love with him ; they 
all swear " by Briggs !" 

Ell. (Surprised.) Is his name Briggs ? 

Fra. Yes; he is a townsman of ours — he came from 
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Chelmsford, and has not been in London above six months. 
You must have heard of him surely ? 

Ell. (^Turning it off.) No ; I don't remember him M alL 

Fra . And at what hour will our little boy , William, arrive ? 

Ell. At two exactly, by the Chelmsford waggon. The 
carrier's wife has promised to take charge of him on the road. 

Fra. Then Til be on the look-out to receive the litde dar- 
ling ; and, till we have gained our point, I hare a plan to 
blind Mrs. Pliant about him. 

Ell. a plan ? 

Fra« Hush ! Here's the widow coming. She's eariy this 
morning — there's something in the wind, I'll be bound. 
{Enter Mrs. Pliant, cU o. p. efoor, 2nd fi.) 

Mrs p. Oh, you are here, ^len, — that's a good gk) ; I 
always Hke to see yoimg people rise early. But wlMe iir 
Narcissu8? 

Fra. (Crosses toe.) Not up yet,* Ma'am ; but I will eill 
him if \ou please. 

Mrs. p. (/n a lackudaisical manner.) By no means ; be 
has need of rest, for his health requires taking great care of. 
When he comes down, he shall have a cup of chocolate, thftt 
I will go and prepare for him myself. 

Fra. (^ Aside.) What dehcate attention ! 

Mrs. p. Haven't you lately remarked, Frank, that Ibr 
some time past he has had a short cough hanging ^pon liim? 

Fra. Yes, Ma'am ; and I have advised him, as a auie 
remedy, to get married as soon as possible. (Pointedly.) 

Mrs. p. Do you think it would cure him ? 

Fra. It is a sovereign remedy for all complaiiitB ; and I 
have often thought of marrying, myself. (fyinking<^^^AM».) 

Mrs. p. Indeed ! 



8 A GOOD-LOOKlNO VBLLOWr . 

(Enter Marinbtta ai 2nd door f. t.) 

Mari. (jChmet down centre.) Mn. Pliant! Ze devQ ! Ma- 
dame, I sal be 80 glad I meet wis you. 

Mrs. p. What* 8 the matter, Marinetta? 

Mar. Afi ladi take very ill. 

Mrs. p. My second-floor lodger ! poor creature, what's 
the matter with her ? 

Mari. (Hardly knowing what to «^.) Se sal be ill two day 
pass, and se sal go oat yesterday ; I tink it was coU, and se 
catch him again — ^her nerve shake very mnche-— and ae sal 
faint six time all away. So I run down ze stair to lend of 
you a bottle zat smell, for we sal break all ours. 

Mrs. p. By all means ; I'll look for one. {Opens the tMe 
drawer, and looks /or a smelling-bottle.) 

Fra. {Aside to Ellen.) That's all gammon — thats not 
what she came for. 

Mari. {Aside.) Zat Narcisse not here — ze ingrat ! ze 
wretch ! he hide hisself from me six day go by. 

Mrs. p. {Bringing down a bottle of eau^'Cologne.) This is 
the only scent I have at hand — a little eau-de-cologne — the 
best thing in the world to revive her. (To Frank.) When 
Narcissus comes down, tell him he may breakfast with me, 
for I have some business to talk over with' him. 

Fra. (Aside.) What next, I wonder? 

Mari. (Aside.) Breakfast wiz one anoder — very droll, I 
tink. 

Mrs. p. Ellen, go to the baker's, and desire him to send 
a loaf of brown bread ; Narcissus prefers it, as being lighter, 
his chest is so delicate. 

Ell. Yes, Ma'am. (Exit through shnp^ c.) 
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Mari. (Aside.) Se take von great care of we ibdpbbjf/ I 

link. 

Fra. There's something at the bottom of all this. 

Mari. ( To Mrs. P.) I sal not zee zat young paresoo te- 
fore here ? 

Mrs. p. No ; she only came into my service yesterday. 

Mari. (Aside.) She too pretty ; and when I see her I 'am 
not very glad. 

Mrs. p. Frank, I am going to my room to regulate some 
accounts. (To Mari.) I hope your mistress will soon re- 
cover, Marinetta. (To Frank.) Be sure and let me know 
as soon as Narcissus comes down, and do not wake him tor 
the world. (Exit at door o.p. 2ndM,) 

Mari. (tn a smothered ra^.) Narcisse is de villain ! and 
sal give me de satiB&ction all at once. (Fhunoes out mt 2md 
dooTf p.s.) 

Fra. What the devil's the meaning of all this ? When I 
mention the name of Briggs, my wife smiles, and says, << Did 
you say Briggs?" Then down comes the widow, whose 
business I was hoping to pop into, and she orders me to tell 
Briggs to breakfast with her; and then this Italian spitfirei 
Marinetta, bounces out of the house, calling him a villain^ 
and insisting on immediate satisfaction ! So, amongst us all, 
we seem to be in a nice way. (Listening at \st door, P.8.) 
He sleeps as sound as a top, but I must not (imitating Mat. 
Pliant) '* wake him for the world !" There isn't a meiase 
stirring. (Listens at 1st door P.s., as Narcissus tmmbke ta ai 
the 2nd door, without a hat, and his clothes torn and ta disorder.) 

Nar. (Leaning against iabUy L.) Am I at home, or am I 
not ? I am. The fellow hasn't quite beat my braina Ottt, 
and no limb broken. I'm well out of the scrape then. 

b2 
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Fka. Oby 10 that you, Narams ? 

Nar. Eh ! Why, I begin to thinkit is. 

Fba. Just come home ? Yon dept oat then? 

Nar. Slept! I haven't dosed my eyes^ though I have veiy 
nearly had 'em closed for me. I have met withan afiddent 

Fra. An accident ! 

Nar. An accident A young fiUow don't go out in die 
middle of the night fiur nothing. 

Fra. Yon went out for it then? 

Nar. No, but I came m for it, and rather nnezpectadl^ 
— a sort of a windM, and a devil of a fareeie it was ! What 
I went out for I'll tell you : but mum— quite confidential. 

Fra. Of course. 

Nar. A charming young widow, whose name I mustn't 
tell, was going to be married to a very queer old gentleman, 
whose name I never inquired. The old story — ^the person 
rather repulsive, the purse exceedingly attractive. All was 
settled, when business called him abroad. In the mean time 
the lady and myself met at a fashionable confectioner's — ^the 
old story again : we started and ga&ed — our sympathies 
jumped — and many an evening, and part of an occasional 
morning, have I passed in her delightful society. 

Fra. And I not find it out? 

Nar. This morning, just as I was taking leave of her, as 
usual, we heard a loud thumping at the door. 

Fra. a thumping ? 

Nar. Yes ; it wasn't the only one ! Soon after, a loud 
voice was heard — ^it was that of the queer old gentleman. 

Fra. Returned suddenly to England, having got a scent, 
I suppose, of what was going on in his absence. 
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Nar. You may fancy our alann : Maria was in a terrible 
fright. 

Fra. Ah, Maria's her name ! 

Nab. Bless me, IVe betrayed myself I But you wont 
abuse my confidence ? 

Fra. Oh, go on ! 

Nar. WeUy the noise ceased ; the time slipped away ; and 
in about an hour, I slipped away also. It was scarcely day- 
light ; I stepped lightly down the stairs^ and, when I got to the 
darkest comer of the staircase, I was suddenly caught in a 
shower. 

Fra. a shower ! of what ? 

Nar. The hardest thumps I ever felt. 

Fra. From what? 

Nar. I rather think firom a cudgel ; and I had not gone 
farther than the gutter outside the door, when I heard the 
hail-storm rattling on the balustrade. He must have broken 
his weapon, whatever it was. If s lucky for me he didn't 
break any thing else ! But is Mrs. Pliant up yet, and has 
she asked for me ? 

Fra. She*s been up some time, and thinks yoo &8t asleep ; 
and when you came down, I was to tell you «he wished you 
to breakfast with her. 

Nar. She's the very pink of haberdashers ! Here^ take 
the key of my room, like a good fellow, and get me out 
another coat. ( Giving his dirtied coai,) 

Fra. And what's become of your hat ? 

Nar. My cap, you mean. I went out in a moraiDg ci^ 
that the pretty Italian Marinetta, up stairs, worked for me, 
and, in the confusion, I really can give no satisfactoiy ac- 
count of it. 
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' Fka. Ah ! take iMM of dieee IteliauB. For ftw in&litty, 
they are perfect volcanoes ! — (Goet kUo roam qf NABOiMn^. 
Ist door, P. 8.) 

"Navl He*8 rif^it there -^ I "would have out wiA-Iier 
loDg ago, but her fire aod fuiy make me itmalUe^'Bt Aa- 
thought. She has the devil's own share of illi ttifa 
certain. 

(Re-enier Frank with anoAer eoai, tdUdlNABonsue jmlt on.) 

Fea. There; now yon had better make heele to 4ha- 

widowy or there'll be mischief there, too. Stay ! — by the hy^ 
here's a letter Srom the country for you.— (TUet kUerJrmn 
his waistcoat pocket, audioes U to Narcissus.) 

Nar. {Conceitedly,) All right! (PtUs U in his pocket,) 

Fra. Don't you mean to read it ? 

Nar« a woman's handwriting — their epistolaiy style is all 
the same ; fly-flaps dipped in tears, nothing more. {LoMgking.) 

Fra. Ah ! you're a pretty fellow ; but I must see to 
business. {Exit into Shop through c. D.) 

Nar. And I wish, with all my heart, I bad been as ugly a 
dog as you are. Oh ! Nature, why did you heap your gifte 
and graces upon me for ray eternal torment ? But what can 
I do? I wish I had been as firightful as the Saracen's head on 
Snow-hill. I wish I had been bom with a hump on my 
shoulders; then they never would have been cudgelled as 
they were this morning, for resting a lovely head that did'nt 
belong to them. In spite of myself, I'm a devil — I really 
am a devil. But I'm resolved — I've done with *em all. 
Yes, yes ; Mrs- Pliant, for my money ; or, rather, for her 
money — I'll marry her at once, and sleep quietly. She has 
a fortune to console me, a spirit to protect me, and if the 
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rest of the sex must be the sufferers, let 'em keep out of my 
way. Why do they hover about me? Why do they 
write to me ? (Hokb up his letter.) You^ you foolish thing, 
whoever you are, why do you write to me ? That I must 
ascertain. (Reads.) " Mr. Brioos V — How very awful I — 
'* There is a little darling waiting for your &theriy embrace !" 
— How very free and easy ! — ** and I am determined you 
shall do your duty by him, you good-for-nothing wretch !"— 
How very polite ! — " I am, with due respect, your deluded 
victim !" — and no name ! — How very luminous ! The letter 
is dated Chelmsford — ^but at Chehnsford I was beset with 
half-a-dozen of them ; however, she is at Chelmsford, so 
when I am married — here comes the widow. Now to bring 
her to the point I 

(Enter Mrs. Pliant, door o.p. 2 b.) 

Mrs. p. Ah ! you are here at last, Narcissus ; I began to 
be uneasy at your getting up so late. 

Nar. Too late, indeed ! Ah ! Rosalie, since you will 
have me call you so, when shall I awake by the light of 
those dazzlers ? 

Mrs. p. For shame! But what ails' you? your eooa- 
tenance looks pale and dejected. 

Nar. And is it to be wondered at ? 

Mrs. p. What is the cause ? 

Nar. Ask your looking-glass. 

Mrs. p. Do have done ! 

Nar. My nights are full of agitation ; and, to-day, so was 
my morning. 

Mrs p. Dear Nairissus! what was it? — a beating at your 
heart? 
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Nab. Twb8 a beotiiig AUover. 

Mb8. p. Well, come to breoldiut 

Nab. BreBJrfart ^opt care iae»->*J'ire .no digattoi; ^>M^ 
dear widow, ever iitic0 you jronamA me your band, wyuUfi 
iias been consuming -aiway by iodies — and wbat'So yM 
think with? {jindB.) Now; I'll fait faw Jindi Tm jea± 
lous, Mn. Pliant— ^ere are rivab in the field ! -Rivda^ 
Rosalie ! and, above all othen^ that Kid^ the ^Ufne,iM Of^ 
head and ears in love with you I 

Mas. P. Bat have I not given him np fi>r yon? 

Nab. So you say — ^but Fmnot at alleaey in'ipy'ttiads 
and if oar wedding is any longer delayed*- 

Mrs. p. Silence ! you imprudent young man. Doea not 
your uncle Johnston arrive to-day ? 

Nar. This very day. I yesterday heard of his arrival at 
Falmouth, from the continent ; and this day he will reach 
London. I only wish I had half his riches to lay at the 
feet of my Rosalie ! 

(Ellen enters at c. door, with a loaf of brown bread. 
She passes into door, R. 2 e.) 

Mrs. p. It is not wealth I desire, but a tender heart, not 
likely to go astray ; and I am not quite sure of your-s. 

Nar. What ! can you suppose — 

Mrs. p. But you are too gallant by half; and there is in 
this house a young Italian — 

Nar. Marinetta — a maid-servant ! Oh ! dear, how could 
you imagine — 

Mrs. p. Why, it certainly would not be very becoming. 

(Enter Frank through c.n.) 
Fra. You are wanted in the shop, ma'am. 
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Mas. P. I'll come presently — but first tell EUen, well 
have fareak&8t in this room* 

Fra. Yee, ma'am. (ExU.thranffh dooTf o.P. 2 s.) 

Nab. EUen ! who's she ? 

Mas. P.. My new servimt. I sent her out to get some 
brown bread, as I know you are fond of it. 

Nab. (jiiide.) Ellen ! if it should be 1 Pooh I there are 
more.EUens than one in the world. 

(d.r. 2 E. Enter FRA'SK^/oUatoed hy Ellen wUh hreakfiui- 

things. Narcissus sees her,) 

Fra. Here she is, ma'am. 

Nar, Here she is, indeed ! 

Ell. Ah ! (Screaming and letting ike things faU on table^ l.h.) 

Mrs. p. You awkward thing ! — what have you done ? 

Fra. (Aside.) What's the meaning of all this ? They 
seem both very much confused. 

Ell. I twisted my ankle, ma'am, and — 

Nar. Scalded mine — nothing but hot water. 

Mrs. p. I'll just see what is wanted of me, and return in 
a few minutes. (Exit into Shop c.b.) 

Nar. (Going to Ellen.) Pray, Miss Ellen, what do you 
mean by coming up to town and hunting me out in this 
manner ? 

Fra. What's that I hear ? 

Ell. Who is this person ? I don't know you, sir. 

Fra. (Aside,) He seems as familiar with her as if she did. 

Nar. Don't know me! What, then, you have some 
reason for not wishing to know me ? 

EUs, (Asiden) 1 should think so ; with my husband in the 
room. 
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Nab. I see — ^the presence of a atnuiger. I aqr* Frank, 
leave us together fiir a few miiratesy there*^ a good ftDoir. 

FftA. Thank yon, I*d rather stay ; the meeting afflmes me. 

Ell. (To Nab.) And why, sir/ shooldn't I speak beirn 
him ? I have no secrets ; and, I sepeat it, I do not know 
who you are. 

Nab. With all my heart ! — my fiincy exactly. Let die 
past be buried in oblivion ; and henoelbrth, my love, we are 
perfect strangers. 

Fba. (AMe.) To think now, that I daren't kick him oat 
of the room ! 

Nab. (To Ellen.) Well, consent to this, and I promise 
to find a husband for you. Frank and I will look out finr a 
husband for you — some easy, good-natured fellow, who will 
neither hear, nor see, and, of course, say nothing. Eh! 
Frank? 

Fba. (Aside,) I can stand this no longer. (To Nab.) 
Sir, you — 

Nab. Hold your tongue !-7( Johnston tn the Shop, talking 
with Mbs. Pliant.) — tliere's some one coming. 

John. (In shop,) Yes, my dear madam, I am impatient 
to see my nephew. 

Nab. That's the voice of my uncle, as Tm alive. Ellen, 
mind and be discreet I — Frank, not a word ! 

Fba. (Aside,) This is atrocious ! 

(Enter Johnston through c.d,, followed by Mbs. P.) 

John. Come to my arms, my dear boy. {^Embracing 
Nabcissus.) 

Fba. (Aside,) Now to look out for the waggoner with our 
little one. Ijet me see you presently, Mrs. Ellen, — I must 
have some conversation with you, ( Exit into Shop. ) 
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Ell. I assure youy Frank — {Exit ihravgh o.p. door.) 

Mrs. p. I hope, Mr. Johnstouy you*ll allow me to offsr 
you breakfast. 

John. I have breakfiststed, ma'am^ thank you. I arrived 
at an early hour in the moming, with a devil of an appetite, 
and went iqto a coffee-house in a devil of a temper ; where> 
for a couple of shillings^ I ate like a Turk. 

Nar. That will do you no harm. 

John. Perhaps not ; but I got into a rage with one of the 
waiters, being out of temper about another business ; and, as I 
am very passionate, I broke two-and-twenty plates ! 

Nar. Two-and-twenty ! 

John. A pile that was by my side ; so that my two-shilling 
breakfast cost me two-and-twenty ! However, I rated them 
roundly, for I was as furious as a lion I 

Nar. You always had a head of your own ! 

John. I have, and an arm, too — I must not be insulted ! 
I'm very passionate, and those who insult me, I never insult 
again— one blow is worth a dozen words-^one, two, and 
down they go ! I'm hot, ma'am. 

Mrs. p. So it seems, sir. But calm yourself and take a 
seat. 

John. ( Gets a chair far PFidow, 4^c.) You're right, ma'am ; 
you're right. And now let us talk over your business. (7%^ 
teat themselves,) 1 take a great interest in it; and as soon as 
Narcissus wrote me word of the proposed marriage^ I 
hastened home. Don't delay it, as I did. I'm for hurrying 
such things, as I, personally, know the consequences of a 
delay. 

Nar. You, uncle ! 

c 
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John. Yes.niy boy. When I left England, eleven months 
ago, / wae ako on the point of being married. 

Nab. la it possible ? 

JoBK. 1 didn't mention it to you, because you are my 
heir, sad it migbt have annoyed '-in. 

Nar, You're vety considerate. 

John. To a young woni'"' ired. Unluckily, my de- 

parture postuoned tiie ce ly ill my return. I arrived 

witliout Rf 'oa sooner Uion she expected 

me, I -meant to gtv) )le Btirprise. When 1 got 

oat or lh6'Ml^B-oa odk was to go to her house 

Nab. (j4svte.) This ia an odd coincidence ! 

JoflK. [ knocked at the door, — 1 called, — but I got no 
answer; and beginning to suspect all was not right, 1 hid 
myself in a comer of the stoircMe. 

Nah. (Atide.) The widow's man, to mjr horror 1 
' JoBM. Id about -an hour (I choke while I mcntioD it), 1 
see^^Aiiig ouC of Maria's room— ^hat is her name — a bang 
of the masculine gender ! 

Mbb. P. How very horrible ! 

JoBM. The day juMiareakiDg enabled me to recognise him. 

Nak. You recognised him 7 

JoBM. I recognised him to be&man: he rani down ataiis ; 
and as he passed me, I oaasot tell the precise number of 
blows I gave him with my Mick; but, if it be true that 
mortals are frail beings, the fellow must be, by this time, in 
little bits. 

Nab. One word. Was it with the old Wanghee? 

JoBN. It was: the thick knot^- one that you used to ride, 
and treat like a horse. 
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Nab. (AMe.) It has returned the complimenti 

John. I remember you were in love with that stick. 

Nab. Yes ; but I an't now — I'm rather inconstant. 

Mrs. p. What? 

Nab. In that respect only. Pve lost my affection for the 
sticky though I shall never forget it. 

John. {^RuingwUh Mbs. Pliant.) After such a discovery, 
I did not enter her apartments, for Pm sudi a passionate 
fellow, I should have been the death of her. So I shaU 
wait till my anger has cooled a little. 

Nab. If I were in your place, I shouldn't go back to her. 

Mbs. p. Pardon me, but we are sometimes the dupes of 
appearances. 

John. (To Nab.) The widow's right— appearances do 
deceive us. Besides, I may, perhaps, learn the fellow's 
name ; and, if I do, the Lord help him, — he my say hu 
prayers. 

Nab. {Ande.) I'm goose-flesh all over. 

John. However, this has nothing to do with your marriage. 
We'll sign the contract this very day — ^diat's settled ; and 
m go and procure the jm>per witnesses. 

Mbs. p. I'll send out Ellen to invite a few friends, while 
I go myself to my attorney's, and have a contract duly pre- 
pared, and bring it back with me. 

Nab. (Aside,) I wish it was signed already. 

John. €k>od bye, then, for the present. (Looking for hu 
stick.) Where is my stick ? Ah I I forgot — it's gone. 

Nab. Joy go with it, I say. 

John. Well, well, good day. 

Nab. My horizon begins to darken*-the clouds lower, and 
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threaten me with anodier thunder Aower I ihdl never 
escape from. Luckily the widow doafei on me. My imdfl^ 
at present, suspecte nothing; and, if Icanonly Uindhiv— 
(Seekiff Maeimbtta enier at Meamd cbor, f. t.) Mazinetta ! 
the devil! — ^that's another doud, and die Uaokeat of 
them all. 

Mail You aal be in good qMiit, Naiciflw. 

Nab. That's becanse I expected to see yoa. (.^^stfi.) 
Swallow that, and be quiet. 

Mar. Always gallant; but I fjM you see me alone^ far I 
sal wish to speak wiz you. 

Nar. (Atide,) A pleasant situation, considering the widow 
is coming back. Speak, my pretty Marinetta. 

Mar. I sal have moche to say ; but you sal tell me, Nar- 
cisse, is love a ting to be alive for ever ? 

Nar. Mine, for you, will for ever and ever. 

Mar. None of zat stuff, sare. Speak in ze frank way, 
and I sal make you ze exampel. 

Nar. An example? What do you mean ? 

Mar. 'Tis very delic^t. Wat I sal say 'tis very true, 
Narcisse, zat ze heart's feel is very ephemere— don't stop wiz 
you very long time. If you sal love me as you sal do von 
time, very good ; but you sal not— and yoiur conduct has 
caught very bad cold, sare. 

Nar. Marinetta! 

Mar. 'TIb noting to me now, for ze truth sal specJc to you, 
and I 

Nar. {Eagerly.) No longer love me? 

Mar. Don't throw over me ze reproche. 

Nar. I wont ; for, as you say, the feelings of the heart are 
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ephemeral^ which 10 a hard word, foat we'U make it ea^. 
For, to relieve your mind, and be as frank as 70a, my love 
also has gone smack romid like the weather-cock. 

Mab. {Bwndng out.) Ze weazer-cock !— It sal ? Brigand ! 
ze monster ! He sal tell it his self! 

Nar. Why you haven't laid a snare for me? 

Mar. a snare ! I wish he was a big rat-trap to seize all 
over you — ^you sal not know me. You sal not know ze long 
ways how I sal go fetch my revenge. He sal be von terrible 
ting — nothing sal stop his vay. If I sal die, dere sal die 
another. Behold! {Draws a dagger from her bosom.) 
Behold! 

Nar. a dagger ! Fm horror-struck ! — ^for me ? 

Mar. For you or your accomplice. Se sal beware. 

Nar. You are mad. 

Mar. I am. I know your treashery. I am know of 
your intrigue ; and if you sal marry MraT. Pliant 

Nar. I wont. I never meant it. They have been 
hoaxing you. 

Mar. You are serious ? 

Nar. Very serious indeed. 

Mar. I have some bres again. 

Nar. (Aside.) When it's lie or die, nothing like a wapper. 

Mrs. P. (Outside,) Let them wait a few minutes. 

Mar. Here she come. Now for to prove vat you sal 
say. 

Nar. How prove ? 

Mar. You sal stay here, and I sal hide me in zat room. 
{Pointing to first door^ P. s.) And you sal say noting of de 
love and de marriage ; and say dere be no love at all, or I 
strike your heart. Dat for yon. (Shewing the dagger.) 

c2 
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Nar. Don't look so wfldly— don't aet m irflffly. 

Mar. Hold your tongoe, and do ts I ad aayyoo. . 

(She rmlet imio Ae roomy 1 Ay ff>. a.} 

Nab. There's a bravo in petticoats ! If I'm to be oaniad, 
stiletto in hand, there's an end of the widow ; after thai 
talk of Cupid and his bow-aod-anxms! Then ate ti^— 
(Enter Mrs. Pu avt ai o. p. dbor.)— 4nd here's tte widow ! 

Mrs. p. Well; Narcissos, here I am, oome bade ; and 
here's the contract all ready. 

Nar. (Coughit^ loudfy.) Hum. H— ii-4B. 

Mrs. p. I am afraid I have kept you waiting. 

Nar. (Looking ai p. s. door.) Oh ! no — on the oontraiy. 

Mrs. p. << On the contrary !'' — thaf s not a very flattering 
expression, Narcissus. 

Nar. I mean — that is, do not give yourself any trouble — 
(Aside.) — Oh, Loid ! Oh, Lord !— on my account, because — 

Mrs. p. It would be very unnatural in our present 
situation, if 

Nar. (Coughing again.) H — u — m. H — u — m. 

Mrs. p. (Tenderly.) I did not shew some anxiety. 

Nar. (Covghing again.) Hum ! hum ! hum ! 

Mrs. p. What a bad cough you have. Narcissus ! 

Nar. Yes; indeed I suifer dreadfully. 

Mrs. p. In your chest ? 

Nar. (Standing between her and the P. s. door.) No; at 
present it's on my left side. 

Mrs. p. I hope it's nothing of consequence. I am bound 
now, you know, to nurse, and take care of you. 

(^Here Marinetta half opens the door, and shewt 
her dagger.) 

Nar. (Aside.) It's all over with me. The door opens, 
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and out she'll come. (^Loud to Mbs. P.) Madam, what's the 
meaning of all this ? People will suppose 

Mrs. p. Suppose! — and what need we care for their 
suppositions ? Our vows are pledged. 

Nar. Pledged — what d'ye mean by pledged ? Why, at 
this rate, you'd have the world believe — (otwfe)— the door's 
shut again — I breathe. (MARiNfiTTA closes the door again.) 

Mrs. p. Believe what ? — what can such language mean ? 
Is this Narcissus ? — are you trifling with my affections ? 

Nar. {Hastily.) Your affections ! Pray control your expres • 
sions. (Aside^ and with a groan,) O — h ! the door opens again. 

Mrs. p. What can be the meaning of this sudden change ? 
An hour ago you were all love and tenderness. 

Nar. Me, Madam ? 

Mrs. p. You. Why your head's confused. 

Nar. I see it still. (Looking at the dagger, J 

Mrs. p. Quite wandering! and at the very moment 
which unites us for ever. 

(Here Narcissus continues coughing, and getting nearer 
the door, P. s., trAtcA at last he pushes to, and turns 
the keg,) 

Nar. O — h ! I'm safe at last. 

Mrs. p. Why have you shut that door ? The confusion 
in your countenance is unusual. Narcissus, there is some 
one in that room. 

Nar- What in this ? 

Mrs. p. Do you make no answer ? 

Nar. {Changing his tone,) A row will cover all. (Aside.) 
Oh 1 yes, Madam, there is some one ; and do you mean to 
tell me you don't know who the fellow is ? 

Mrs. P. The fellow! 
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War, , Mre. Pliant. The fellow is that niaduian, 

Kidd, the lover ; and a report of our marriage liaving- 
reached hini, he has run here, and has hid himself in UiaT 
room — {_Po \linff to e. s. door) — to overhear our 
sation. 

Mrs. p. lan as Mr. Kidd do a 

llung of that ' "ith him. 

Nar. D armed, and ihreatens Co 

attempt youi 1| 

Maa. P. U I ? 

< heard at the p. a. door.) 

Nar. Dye he ? (Raving hin eoioe.) 

Very wtU, sir, I'll he with you presently. (To Mrs. P.) 
Leave us togolher, ma'am, and I'll soon settle his business. 

Mrs. p. I wont quit your aide. {Knodcitig heard «gain.') 

Nar. (Looking to centre door.) Somebody coming! (To 
Mrs. Pliant.) Go, madsm.go into yoor own room, coquette 
as you are. 

(Enter FRANK,yn)m Shopy o.d.^ 
Frank. Madam, here is a countryman who wishes to 

speak with you. 
Mrs. p. What does he want? 
Frank. I don't know, ma'am. Here, come in, yoaog 

man. 

(Enter Wagoonse, c.D., carrying a cradle on hit 
thoulder.) 

Wao. Sarvant, ma'am. 

Frank. (Atide to Wagoonbr.) Now don't forget what 
I told you to say. 



1 
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Wag. {Aside.) Don't'e be afeard o' I. (To Mbs. 
Pliant.) I be the Chemsford waggoner, and I ha' brought 
up this little babby from its nurse to its feyther, and she says 
he be one of your shop lads. 

Mrs. p. One of my shop boys ? 

Nar. (jiside.) It's the brat mentioned in the Chelmsford 
letter. 

Wag. (Poring aver U,) Yeas, Maister Narcissus Briggs — 
that's the durrection. 

Mrs. p. (ScreatM fainily,) Oh, I shall &int ! 

Fra. {Slipping hal/'a-craum into the Waggoner's hand,) 
You're a capital fellow — that's for your trouble. Now, 
be off. 

Wag. I wish you a vurry good day, marm. {Exit, c. d.) 

Mrs. p. Where am I, and what has become of me ? 
Speak, Narcissus, speak, I beseech you. 

Nar. I will. 

Mrs. p. WeU, Sir. 

Nar. (Sighing.) Lovely Rosalie ! I can struggle no longer. 

Mrs. p. But this child— this child— 

Nar. What of it ? — It's a Uttle exuberance — ascribed to 
me, most unaccountably. 

Mrs. p. {Sarcastically.) Unaccountably ! 

Nar. Yes, Rosalie, I assure you, my little flirtations don't 
justify it. But what matters? Here he is — he seems to 
feel himself quite at home, and suppose we adopt him. 

Mrs. p. Adopt him ? 

Nar. If it's agreeable to you — ^Fortune may not fiivour us, 
perhaps. 

Mrs. p. Mr. Briggs! 
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Nah. ■ 1 


1, in the mean time, then, !et me take him to 


EUen. 






Fra. (^11 


ide.) Excellent! 




Mrs. P. 


'ake him where you 


please, but never see my 


face till you can e— '-" *'■■ "-i 


r to my entire satia&otion. 




{mrUj>.2.s.ii.) 


FftA. No 


irplexity till Ue has mad^ 


up his mina 


(£«(D.2.B.R.) 


Xas. Thia is to be n 


g fellow, to be envied by 


all mankind, at 


of their anonymoua pec- 


cadiUoea. (^AfHra i 


little o^-pring of mystery, 


who do you beloDg to r i 


es. Oh, the eympathies 


of nature ! 


I can't disown him. 


rU take hiiu to Nurae 



immediately. (Nas. tir JuH ytmg ota toUh cradkat At tea 
hu Uncle.) My uncle — the devil ! (^Stapt jAort.) 

(^Enter Old Johnston through g.d.) 

John. (.Down on B.) Holloa, Narcissus, whoQ ara you 
going, and whose child is that ? 

Nab. This child, uncle ! Why, between ourselvesi i^» a 
bit of a mystery— a romance. I'll tell yoa all about U.^- 
and-bye— it will make you die of laughing. 

John. Where are you going ? 

Nab. I'll be back directly. {Taking hit uncle atidt.) _ A 
word in your ear. There's a pOTSoo locked up in that roQiq. 

John. A man P 

Nar. Yes ; a young man in disguise. When I'm gooe, 
let him out, will you? Tell him I'm off, and would advise 
him to be off too. You'll do me an immense service. 

John. I understand. I'll do it. 
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-NiUiU Be raK>lutei aaif yofa were in authority here. Insist 
on his going. 

John. Let me alone. 

Nab. He's here on mischief. I'll be back directly and 
eiq;)lain alL (Ooe$offwUh cradk, 2nd door, P. s.) 

John. A mystery ! a romance ! danm me, this is some- 
thing like my adventure with Maria. I have just left the 
perfidious hussy^ and have found unequivocal proofe of her 
infidelity ; and if I only knew the rascal who—. But, first, 
my prisoner. I wonder what ihe devil he's locked up for. 
{Ocotandopem tke IsidooTyP.s.) You may come out. 

( Mabinbtta ruihing out of the room, P.s.^ 

Mab. Oh, ze villain— ze monster I Ware sal he be ? 

John. He's off ; and we advise you to be off too. 

Mar. Indeed ! But I sal not, sare. He must come 
back, and here I take ze seat for him. 

John. But you shall not. Do you know who I am ? 

Mab. Who ? You stupid John Bull. 

John. Oh ! fi)r the old wanghee! But I tell you I'm in 
authority here ; and though I don't know what this bobbery's 
about, I'll stand by my nephew, Naitassns. 

Mab. Your ne];^ew ! Ze imposter ! Your ne|^ew— le 
wreteb*— who have xe audacity to lock me in zat room. Oh ! 
I sal suffocate. 

John. Well ; don't suffocate me. 

Mae. I sal have poke ve wall zrough wiz my scream ; 
when ze rage choke me, and I faint all aWay. 

John. Faint all away ! A young man fiunt ! 

Mab. Ze young man ! Is your head turn all round, turvy- 
topsy ? I am a woman, sare — A Signora— -whom he have 
much wrong — I am enrag^ — a danger woman. 
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a you zat his conduct sal 
idow Pliant — zay have zr 

t make yourself easy — it's 
! maimer, — who is not de< 
know ? Why I mj-aclT 



John, Well, upon my life, here's more Ihaa maacuUne 
metal here — that's certain. She i* a woman — and, i'f^ I I 
Hmeli powder here. Ah, ah ! that rascal. Narcissus ! 

Mar. It's no laugh, Bare. 

John. Perhaps r"^ • •■'•* '^-^re's one consolation — it 
happens every day. 

Mar. How! wl 
be ze infam — fae 
little ehile. 

John. Oh, I ki 
no use taking thi u 
ceived Lc thia wona, i anouia 
am a victim, at this very moment, of a similar treacheiy 

Mab. You! 

John. 1 1 

Mar. (Bwtting out latyMftg.) Ha ! ha ! ha !— poor o)d 
gentleman — ^yoa ! 

John. Mine's do laughing matter either, ma'am. 

Mab. Fertiaps not ; but zar's one consolation, it h^pen 
every day. Ha ! ha ! 

John. They shall both pay dearly for it, if I only discover 
the feUow ; and, thank fortune, chance has now furnished 
me ifith some evidence to steer by. Look here, this morn- 
ing cap found in Maria's apartment. ( Takmg a momkig at^ 
oit< of hit coat pocket.') 

Mab. a morning cap I I sal look at him. Why, / work 
him. 

John, You ! you work him. 

Mab. Yee ; and make ze present of him to your nephew, 
Nardsee, a mone go by. 

John. To my nephew ? 
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Mab. (^Pacing the stage,) Ah! anozer rival! Ze harden 
profligate! 

John. The vagabond — the coward — the rou4 — without 
the least respect for his uncle, to dare— and now I think of 
it, that child in the cradle — and my absence of neariy a 
year. Oh, it speaks for itself-^the atrocious scoundrel ! I'll 
exterminate him. 

Mar. Do. Have no mercy a top of him. 

John. Mercy ! I'll turn out, and procure a couple of 
friends immediately. He's no blood relation ; and I'll teach 
him — ^you shall be revenged, my dear. 

Mar. I will have ze great revenge. 

John. Rely on me. (Rwhes out of the c. d.) 

Mar. No ; I rely for myself. I have ze project in zis 
head, which will have ze greater effet. I sal be sure of him. 

Nar. {Coming in at 2nd door^ P.8.) My little beauty's 
safely disposed of. 

Mar. Here he comb ; I sal dissemble. 

Nar. Marinetta ! — ^here still. (j4side.) I am never to be 
rid of her. 

Mar. Again you not glad I come, Nardsse ? 

Nar. By no means. 

Mar. Insolent! But no mattare— it is noting for le 
present — ^I for ever despise of you. 

Nar. Bravo! 

Mar. What, you call me ze bravo ? 

Nar. That is, you're quite right Disdain is better than 
daggers, be assured — ^better for the health. Beg pardon, 
Marinetta ; I believe you have seen my uncle— ao old 
gentleman I left here ? 

D 
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Mar. He go out for little vile, but he comb back 
ugaiti wiz a couple of his fiieod, he soy. 

Nar. Friends ! Oh, aye, he's of s convivial chararlw — 
he's always ready to entertain his friends. 

Mak. Ves, and hia relation one time to-day. 

Nab. Well ; I've made him run aboat pretty well slt- 
day, and the least thing I can do is to prepare some refresh- 
ment for him by his return — a little wine-and- water, or a 
glass of punch. No; now 1 think of it — he Ukes a gl««8 of 
bishop better than any thing in the world. 

Mar. Does he ? Well ; ao I hate you — wi?. reason too — = 
I have not ze wicked motive — I go down le stair to make 
some tea for my ladi— 1 will mix ze bowl of bi^op S^ you 
Bt w one wine time.- 

Nja. That U kind of yori^ Mnmtts. (TOet luf- iaH^' 
and w about (o kiu U.) 

Mar. (Drounty it back,) Take care what Jtn aal ^Ao"^ 
here is Mrs. Pliant. 

Nas. {Atiie.) Bless 'em-, they are nH so p rt dp il a t c , ytkio 
placable. 

{Enter Mas. Pliant, door O.r.,follovxd By BIllsn.) 

Mlu; P. So they kll tieU^ Ifay ibvitation— I'ili Aony dow 
I aaked them ; but, as we mtisi tec^ire ibeta, 6el Uus hxiin 
in order, Elle%. 

Ellen. Yea, ma'am. (Arrar^et tie Aaii-k, tdBU,'4'C- 9^.) 

Mte. P. {Seih^ MAr.) that wtfihad h^re Ogalii. 

NS«. (AUde.) Nd* they are Jiitted-^ p^ ttf Uit 
tnrtieii th^ will figttt lik« gaiil^>icocU. 

Mas. F. NurciaenB, can I not speak to j^ atftiie f 
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Nab. And why not ? 

Mar. I understand a you — ze widow desire a t^te-lUt^ 
wis you. 

Mbs. p. You seem to be out of temper at my having in- 
terrupted yours. 

Nar. (j4$ide,) If they would only vent their rage on one 
another. 

Mar. You have alarm, I tink, I sal take oi you away 
your conquest ? 

Maa. P. Which you have not been able to keep to your* 



Nar. (Thfing fo sHr them up.) At her! 

Mar. Ah ! madam, you have ae grand wit to win ze heart 
of all lover — ^you have dedde on all sacrifice to— 

Mrs. p. There are some persona in the world who have 
nothing to sacrifice ! 

Nar. (79 Mar.) Don't mind her. 

Mar. (Boxing hk ear.) Zat for you ! Stand off, sare ! 

Nar. Oh! 

Mrs. p. Such farailieuity in my presence ! 

Nar. {Looking <U Mrs. P.) For your sake I endure it 

Mrs. p. {Boxing hit other ear.) You do? That wffl teach 
you more spirit ! 

Mar. ( Turuimg up her no$e ai Mrs. P.) You endure every- 
ting — zat little shile fit)m Shelmford ! 

Mrs. P. WeU! 

Ell. {Advancing,) A child ! — firom Chelm8fi3fd ? . ij y son ! 

All. H^ son I 

JSll. And my husband sofir it ! 

Mrs. p. Her husband ! 
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Mar. (Sur)linff out with rage and nrwlherfd lauylUer.) He 
marrj- two ife ! 

Ell. I'll fly and fini) it out; they must, they shall givi^ 
it me back '. (Rum out c. o.) 

Mbs. P. '^-vf- — f" ^■-■> "There's sd end to every 
Hung. Leave i ! (E^t at door 0,p,) 

Mar. (& kill you life all awsy 

hffare to-n (EHf at 2nd door, p.s.) 

Nah. M; is ver— [■mlostintliedark- 

neas, sjid b, uU's broken offbetween 

me and botn low. Well, so much the 

better ! — I ehaii now ^ul iu metbiog higher ; I've got 

my eye on a foreign countess who comes here with smuggled 
laps. Then, my uncle loves me, Eitii] bis purse is entirely at my 
service ; my horizon clean up, — I see ■ bit of blue sky ! 
(Enter Johnston ihrou^ c. n.) 

John. Do you? you wont see it long^ — rascal ! 

Nar. Ha ! uncle, you're airived just in time ; I was that 
moment thinking of you. Have you brought the two fiiends 
with you ? 

John. They're waiting for us. Come, sir ! 

Nab. Sir \ {AMe.) What's in the wind now ? Where do 
you wish me to go ? 

John, {PtiiKng the morning cap omt ^ kit axU-podtet.') 
There's ray answer ! 

Nar. My hur stands on end ! 

John. Follow me, I say. 

Nar, What's your object ? Give me an explanation. 

John. (^PuUingacoupleofjMUiii from under hit fn^-roM.} 
Here's a short one- 
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Mar. Pistols! Why, yon moat be mad to auppooe I'd 
fig^t with you ! 

John. Thia instant come. 

Nar. // — ^your nephew ! What, d'ye tUnk I'll commit 
underside 9 

John. Do you refuse, coward ? 

Nar. Coward ! — ^remembery I belong to your family. 

John. No; your outrage has broken all ties between us. 

Nar. One word more. They say I'm the father of a 
family ; that is, I have reason to believe I'm the author of 
the little darling you saw just now. 

John. And do you dare tell me of it ? You exasperate 
my fury — the child of Mariar— 

Nar. Of Maria? 

John. Come, no more delay ; for if you wont follow me, 
we fight here on the spot. 

Nar. It sha'n't be ; you^re my uncle. I'll sign any apo- 
logy, and beg your pardon. 

John. That wont do— choose ! 

Nar. I don't &ncy either. 

John. You know the alternative— -honour demands it 

Nar, I defy it ! 

John. A sound thrashing ! 

Nar. I've had it. Honour don't leather a oian twice a- 
day for the same offence. 

John. We shall see that. {Going for u iikk ke ka^ hid 
down,) 

Nar. Stay! do you think me so base. No; take your 
ground — and if you will have my life, I lake a pistol, that 
you may not be hanged for it. 
John. Well, damn me, that's generous too. 

D 2 
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Nab. Now then — ( Takn a pUtol ; place thcm»elve* in po*^ I 
(ion) — One, two^ 

(Frank enters, with a Ixml and tuio gUutet on a lalver.) 

Fra. What do I Bee ? Slop ! stop ! 

Nab. Don'l be alarmed; my uncle'a only ^ving me i 
lesson on pi^lol- firing. 

Fra. That's aiiother aflk,. «'» the bowl of btsbop 

which Marinelta asked me tu g in — (P&cm U on the ^ 

table J — BJid if it's good for n( it's no fault of mine, for 

Marin etta would make it hen 

Nar. Marinetta ! then 1 ler every thing for '&aa 

inteiTuprion. 

Fra. She says its much better made in the Italian manner. 

Nar. {Jmde.) How that girl adores me ! {He and John. 
8TON go to the table where the bowl it, and Nabcissus JUU the 
glaiiet.) 

Fka. I hftve had a talk with Ellen, and she has now aadB- 
fied me. (Exii, o.d.) 

Nar. I'm very happy to hear it 

JOHV. Har^e, nephew ! I'm hot, and ao ia the hiehop; 
and, somehow, one eeema to cool the other, — and I am. 
^linkiDg that, as you've been caned, and ofiered to stand fire 
besides, suppose we end our broil, and be^ oar botri ? 

Nab. Widi all my heart. 

John, Your band ; and now, instead of dischai^iuig our 
pistols, let us charge our glasses — to the health of Marinetta ! 

Nab. We wiU. (ZWnA..) 

John. I be^n to feel quite calm again. 

Nab. I dare say ; Bithop is a composer, you know. 

John. So I find. 
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Nar. Comey the widow waits for as. Another bumper to 
her health will about finish the bowl. 

John. Dispatch then — The widow ! 

Nar. The widow ! — so soon again to be a wife ! (Th^ 
drink again,) 

John. {After drinking,) Hasn't this bishop a very odd 
taste? 

Nar. Not at all — Come, let us finieb it. (/fe iwrm up ike 
howl into eack of their glasses^ and empHei U.) Whaf s this ? a 
note between the bowl and the salver ! 

Jo em. A note? (Drinks) 

Nar. (Opening the note.) ** I sent you word this bishop 
was made in the Italian manner ; and when you have drank 
ity you are poisoned." Oh ! 

John. (TTirowing down his gkus.) Poisoned! 

Nar. (Continuing,) Here's more — '* This is the vengeance 
of Marinetta.'* 

John. (Crying out,) Poisoned ! 

Nar. Poisoned! 

John. Murderer! this, then, was all you wanted — to de- 
stroy your uncle ! 

Nar. Oh, don't attack me ! I am punished oiough! I'd 
give my life to save both our lives ! 

John. Oh — ah ! I bum ! 

Nar. Ohy this agony ! 

John. I'm dying ! help ! 

Nar. I'm dead ! help ! (They both fink down on a dknr ; 
Mrs. Pliant and Ellen run ifi ai the o.p. door; Frank oI 
the CD., (md Marinetta ai the 2nd door, P.8., keeping herse^ 
aside,) 

Mrs. p. What is the matter ? . 
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Sobs. my dear madam, we're botli poHaned ! Oh ! 

Ail. Or ious ! 

Nab. Tha horrible MaiinetlA siixed poiMii U) the faishop ! 
Ok! 
FaA. Oh : ob ! I tasted it before 1 brought it in — t>h ! 
. Ell. (Gelt nm ' ■ - - * "^ ■ ^y poor husband ! 
Mm. p. rb, EN.) Theu you are not 

the wife i 

Fba. 1 <»: 

Ell. His w ! 

Nar. No, rn iviJe'a husband. 

Mrs. p. Bat this m; I— 

Fbla. Is ottrd ! 

Nak. Tlien he wont be an on)hBn 
Mrs. p. Is it poedble ? 

•htati. Why do you plague iu about aUihatntwe'reiffM^, 
my dear woman. 
Mrs. p. Run for an apothecary. 

Mabi. (Coming forward.) Slopl Zere ia do time-^all ma- 
aietauce sal be vain. Ze poiaon he work more &3t as ze 
doctor.) 
"Nab. Mtnioetla! 
John. The horrible creature ! 

Marl I alone possesB de aatidote — bu^ -theD, JSignor 
BriggBsal have ze love for me, if he Mik.Jteve no oder wjfe 
but me. 

■ Johnj Many her, ^ardssus—marry her;-— that's. what 
die wants. 
Nab. No. I'diathec die,.partiau]arly aeit'ahalf over. 
John, My dear nephew, I'll give you half my fortune. 
Fba. And I'll give all mine ! 
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Nar. Will you ? Then for my uncle's sak^, Marinetta, 
there's my hand. 

Mar. It is right for me, zare — zere is de antidote. 

( Gives him a bottle^ which he seizes, and quidcfy appKes 
to his mouth,) 

John. ( Taking Ufrom him.) It's my turn now. {Drudcs,) 

Nar. (j^side,) I feel better already. 

John. (Passing the bottle to Nar.) It's excellent 

Mar. If you sal be good young boy, I sal be so mild and 
gentle — ^you sal be quite surprise. 

Nar. I shall indeed. 

Mar. (Getting nearer to him,) But if you sal not be fidthlhl 
to me — {shewing him the dagger.) 

Nar. Don't be afraid, my dear. No man would be such 
a fool as to be unfidthful to a lady who carries about with her 
a dagger in one hand, and a bottle of arsenic in the other. 
(To the Audience.) Ladies, this is all your doings and I must 
look to you to get out of the scrapes you have got me into 
and to continue to support the 
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ACT I.-5CENE I. 

A poorly famuhed^ but neat apartment^ on the fifth story 
of a house in the Rue Mouffetardy Paris, A door in flai^ 
opening on the staircase ; and a door in the first entrance^ 
R.H. On the opposite side another door. Three straw- 
bottomed chairs, and two smaU tables^^one covered with books 
and papers. 

(Enter Bernard, /rom the centre door,) 

Bbr. Th^rese not returned yet — so much the better — I 
dhall have a moment to recover myself. Vm positively 
trembling — I — a soldier of the republic ! — one of the con- 
querors of Arcole ! Shame upon me ! — and yet that is the 
very reason — as a brother in arms of the first Consul— one 
who has charged by his side — should I not tremble when his 
life is in danger ? — not from the ball of a brave enemy, but 
from the dagger of the assassin ! Hold, hold, Bernard ; your 
fears run before your wit ; why should you suspect a friend— 

a2 
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a bene&ctor— to be sognilty, merdybecanaehedearestoie- 
xnaininParisanknown? May he not have an hundred honeil 
reasons for mystery? Yes; he may. But then with his 
opinions — ^his violenoe^his— e'death — ^if he really wonld woik 
mischief against the republic, or my old general, Buonaparte^ 
neither fiiendship, nor gratitude--Oh, that somebody were 
here to tell me what steps I should take ! 

(Enter TBEMmnfrom cenirt door, wUh a jug of milk ta 
her hand, and a lottf under her arm.) 

The. Half-a-dozen this way, Bernard; and take this 
bread and milk into the kitchen, while I get out the spoons 
and the napkins. 

Ber. Ah ! my dear Th^rese 1 Good morning to you ! 

The. What were you talking to yourself about ? You 
were wishing for somebody to give you some good advice. 
Can't I do it, Bernard ? It would not be the first time, I 
flatter myself. 

Ber. (Embarrassed,) Why, no — not exactly, in this 
case, Therese. You are no carpenter, you know — and 
I was thinking how I should finish the little clothes-press 
that I have begun for you. 

The. That's a story, Bernard. 

Ber. a story ! 

The. You know it is ! You can't deceive me— you looked 
as red and as foolish while you were stammering it out — 
thank goodness, my dear Bernard, you have no talent for 
cheating: you have been a brave soldier, and may be a 
clever carpenter ; but you are, I am happy to say, the worst 
hand at a fib that a woman who loves you could wish for. 

Ber. I am sure, Therese — 

The. There, there— don't say another word— I am not at 
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all curioRS. It was only because you seemed perplexed and 
uneasyi and in want of advice, that I asked. I have fancied 
for the two last days that you have looked sad, and I thought, 
peiiiape, the putting off of our marriage— 

Ber. {Ahitradedly) Oh, not at all— not at all. 

The. Elh? Well, now, that is the rudest thing I ever 
knew. Yon are not sorry that it is put off? 

Ber. I beg your pardon — I didn't mean — Not sorry ! Vm 
furious ! and I think it very cruel of you, Th^rese, to have 
done any such thing. It is true, we could not have foreseen 
that your poor uncle would be turned out of his curacy, and 
thrown upon you for support ; but, since it hKs so happened, 
it is only one more mouth to feed — and I love the kind old 
roan as if he were my father — I shall never grumble at 
working a little harder. 

The. Dear Bernard, I know your generous heart ; and 
were my uncle any other sort of man than he is, you cannot 
think I should need much persuasion ; but, unfortunately, he 
is as simple as a child, utterly careless and ignorant of 
worldly affairs ; he never knew what it was to work for his 
bread, and he never shall know while I have fingers left to 
do it for him 1 

Ber. But why not let me help you, as a husband has a 
ri^t to do ? 

The. You have done too much already, Bernard : I find 
money continually put into my work-basket, and I know it 
comes out of your pocket. You must not do so again. My little 
savings are, it is true, all gone; but I have earned some 
money this week, and expect another order firom the same 
shop. (Aside.) Alas ! it b my turn to deceive now ! (jRiti^ 
(U the door.) Come in ! 
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(Enier Ae Portbb, c. d.J 

POR. Your pardon, Ma'mselle Tbirese, but there's yoa'ra 
uncle below in a coach, and he begs you'll send him down 
two francs to pay the fiure, as he went out without any 
money. 

Ber. (j4iide.) I should think that was likely enough. 

The. (Aside.) Two francs ! out of the last five I have in 
the world ! {Aloud.) There th^ are, air. (CKoet mmmeg l9 
FoBTER, wko goes aui.) (Aside.) 'Tis well the farealdhat 
IB paid for. 

Ber. a coach ! What could possess him to take a coach ? 

The. He hifcs been rambling, as usual, all over the town, 
trying to find out some of his old college companions who 
have made their way in the world, and fi-om one of whom he 
feels certain he shall get a place under government— I 
suppose he has walked till he was quite tired, or, perhaps^ 
lost his way, which he has done fi^uently ; and then he 
calls a coach as the surest way to get safe back again. I'm 
so afraid that some day heUl forget the direction, for his 
memory begins to fidl him sadly. 

Ber. Hush ! here he is. 

(ErUer Michel Perrin, c.d.) 

Per. Soh ! Five pair of stairs without taking breath ! 
Pretty well for an old fellow of sixty-eight. Hah ! Good 
morning, my dear children — Th^rese — Bernard. 

Ber. Good morning, citizen Perrin. 

(Bernard places a chair for him in centre,) 

Per. Faith, I'm tired, nob^athstanding my ride. I was 
out before six this morning, and I'm as hungry as a hunter. 
Only had a crust of bread — ^four hours ago. 
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Thb. ThecoAeewilLberau^directiyy'mide. 
(Thsresb, during the fMrntrng oonvenatiom, prepana Ae 
breakfasi ; going cffaand or k. B.) 

Pbr. BlesB her dear hearii How Uke abe b Id her 
mother— my poor asler MaddeiDe. Well, weU ; I hope io 
see her married to an honest lad of my acqnamlanoe 
{Nmdging Bbbmaed) ; and then— oh S— by the bye, Bernard, 
I have seen diis very miMming fhe weddmg present I mean 
to make you — I shan't tell you what it ia. But I have made 
op my mind, and the first money diat is due to me firom my 
new plac&— 

Bbb. What, have yon got one^ Aen^ — at last? 

Pbr. (lot one ! — no— not absolotdy got it— such good 
things are not to be got in a hnny ; but affiurs are looking 
up— there is a prospect — I have a dne-* 

Ber, To one of yomr old firiends ? 

Per. Exactly ; I recollected the nameofooe last night ;'so, 
as soon as it was light this morning, I started to find oat little 
Camus — ^you remember little Camus ; but, no— how should 
you? What am I talking about? WeU; however, he is 
appointed to a very lucrative situation in die department of 
the Rhone, and he set off by the mail the day befbre 
yesterday. 

Ber. Then you did not see him ? 

Per. No ; he was gone ; but I heard tnm hie bnXber, 
that another of our set, Brigonet, who eotevsd the army, was 
still more likely to serve me: he is an Inspector-General; I 
got his address. And so I thought, that to-moROw or next 
day — and so— -I took a coach, and came home, 

Ber. (And$.) To-mom>w, or next day. Vox old gen« 
tleman ; he talks as if he had plenty of days to spare. 
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Per. Oh, by tbe l^, I saw somebody at the door h6fe» 
who knows you. 

Bbr. {j4larmed) A young man ? 

Pre. a yonng man — ^no — an old man — dear me, I ftiget 
his name; he told me he had given yoa a newspaper fiir me 
to read. 

Bbr. My mastar, citizen Paul. Oh, yes; here it is— 
there's a notice of the grand review that is to take place 
to-morrow. — (Oivet pegper.) 

Per. Ah, the grand review ! I should like to see that; 
bat there's an account, also, of some malcontents, who— 

Her. {Aiide.) Malcontents ! Ah ! what if I consulted 
him as if for a third person. (Ahud.) Apropos, Citixen 
Perrin — ^talking of malcontents— I have a friend — 

Per. Who is a malcontent ? 

Ber. No ; but listen — ^he is a soldier, an old comrade of 
mine, and his life was saved in Italy by a young officer— a 
royalist— who— who is now in Paris. 

Per. WeU. 

Ber. My friend met him by accident two days ago, but 
they passed without speaking. This morning, however, the 
young officer again met and accosted him; and — and, 
amongst other things, desired him to keep his being in Paris 
a perfect secret. 

Per. And what then ? 

Ber. Why, the party he has espoused — hia wish to be 
unknown — the rumours that are afloat about conspiracies- 
all render his presence here very embarrassing to my friend, 
who thinks he ought, perhaps — 

Per. (^Starting vp.) What ! denounce, upon mere suspicion, 
the man who saved his life ! — play the basest part ^upon 
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earth — a spy— an informer ! Bernard ! Bernard ! let him 
spnm such a thought ! A secret trusted to a friend's bosom 
should be as sacred as that of the confessional — ^it should die 
in the breast to which it is confided. Besides, who knows 
but this poor young man is here with a view to make his 
submission — to enter, perhaps, the army of reserve— to give 
up a lost cause, and support that of the republic. 

Bkr. (j4nde.) Oh ! If I could but think— 

The. {PF'ho has prepared every thing — setting the chairs,) 
Come ! come ! — ^breakfitst ! break&st ! 

PfiB. Aye, aye, to be sure ! — break&st ! break&st ! 

Beb. Good morning, citizen Perrin ; good morning, Th6- 



Per. Why, how now ? Wont you break&st with us ? 

Bee. No, thank you ; I — I am going home. 

Per. Nonsense ! nonsense, man ! you must stay. Th^rese 
will be affronted ! 

The. Yes, yes, Bernard, you will stay ; there is enough. 

Per. Elnough ! to be sure ; and if not, we'll send for some 
more. Sit down here, and Th^rese shall sit between us. 
Gad ! I'm so hungry. Thank you, my love ; thank you. 
( To Therese, who helps him.) Bless her, Bernard ! Lshall 
never forget the smile with which she welcomed her poor old 
uncle at the door, when he came and said — ''Therese, they 
have taken my curacy from me, and I am come to live 
with the chOd of a sister who is in heaven !" I shall never 
forget the way in which she lifted the little golden cross she 
wears round her neck, and^ (Stopping sh&rt, and looking ai 
Ther., who is much con/used.) Why, Thdrese, where ia your 
cross this morning ? I never saw you without it before. 

The. My cross I — I — 



12 aEGBST BBBTICl. 

Per. It wM yonr mother's, TbAtme. I do not Uke to 
yott without it. Go^ lov«,;aad put it oiu 

Tbb. I— I have not got. it hevey nnclt. 

Peb. How'b tlu0? You haven't lost it? I hope end 
trost you haven't lost it ! 

The. No; oh! no— I— -it was fatdEen^ and I took it yiei- 
terday morning to be mended. 

BfiR. Come, that wontdo, Th^ireee; £v yoB hod it en last 
ni^t*-(THEB* irmdt cm Imfin^ mti^ihe laifc.)--Oh ! 

Feb. Whafs the matter? 

Beb. Nothizig'— Clothing paiticolar. I etrwdE my ftot 
against the table. 

Feb. Well, but this cross, Thdrese ! — ^tfais cross I 

Beb. Never mind the cross, citizen Perrin; eat your 
breakfast. You see there's some little secret about it, and 
you only worry her. You may be sure Th^rese haa not 
parted with it willingly or without reason. ' 

Peb. Parted with itl*-given it away ! 

The. No — ^no. 

Pee. You have sold it, then ? 

The, I have not sold it. I shall have it again shortly, I 
hope-:-dear uncle, eat your breakfiist» 

Pee. (^Suddenly $Uruch by the truths rue$ frcm ihe table 
thwfy, and Jlmg9 his napkin on the diaw-hack.) I understand ! 

The. My dear uncle, sit down — what is the matter ? 

Peb. Nothing, nothing — I am no longer hungry. 

The. Why, you have scarcely eaten a mouthfid ; and you 
said but now — 

Peb. 'Twas fancy, merely — ^I had a crust, I tell you, be- 
fore I went out— a large crust— a great piece of bread— I am 
not hungry. 
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Tab. But the coffee, uncle ? I rather think you'U own 
my coffee. 

Per. Thy coffee is like thyaelfi my child, the best in the 
world! (Ki$$e$ her forehead with mudi emotion.) (Aside.) 
How blind have I been ! How could I have supposed — 
but there must be an end to this. (Aloud.) Th^rese, good 
girl ! — ^Uess you ! bless you ! But you shall not sacrifice 
yourself for a poor old worthless being like me ! There 
must be an end to this— there must be an end to this I 

(EixU Per. imio hu nxwi, l.h.) 

Bbr. Th^rese ! you have pledged your cross ! 

The. He knows it now, and will starve sooner than live 
at my cost ! (BurtU into lean.) 

Ber. Don't cry, Th^rese ; you break my heart ! I will 
have that cross back to-day ; and as for your uncle, do not 
despair,— I will get money somewhere— somehow— and have 
it you must. (Going.) 

The. S^tay, Bernard — there is a lady who owes me a 
small bill; I have called very often for it, but the richest 
people are always the longest paying. I wiU try once more 
to-day, and perhaps if I tell her my story-^ 

Ber. Let me go with you, Th^rese ; I'll tell her. 

The. (Opening the door.) No, no; stay with my uncle 
till I return. 

(Enter JULBS DE CrUSSAC.) 

A stranger ! 

Ber. (Aside.) S'death I 'tis he — ^there is no avoiding him 
now! 

Jul. Ah I there you are, Bernard ! You httle expected 
to see me here. 

Ber. No, indeed. 

B 
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,Ili., 1 called tt( your master's shop, and he told me, that, 
being a }ioliday, 1 was sure to find you at No. 15, in the Kob 
Mouffetard ; and — {Leaking o(Tbkb.)^I don't wonder ftt it. 

Tbe. (Tt> BEBsaRD.) Vou know this genltemRU ? 

Beh. Yea ; an old military acquaintance. {Aloud.) I am 
very sorry that, being obliged to go out — 

Jul. But you must give mo a few miiratee. I wish to 
speak with yon on a matter of some consequence. 

The. Oh! certainly, Bernard, I had rather^j-ou woold 
stay. Asfc your friend to be seated — I shall be back in half- 
an-hour. {Cwrtieyt to Jules and runt out.) 

Jl'l. Yon're a lucky fellow, Bernard. I congratulate you 
— but what ia the matter, man?' yW lo6kititiift\f upon me 
— i»olly. Havv yon forgotten — 

Bn. list jOQ saved my life I No ; aDd^^wonld to Hes- 
ren tittt I ooidd render you the same aerrice at dooMe tfce 
risk, I would not hesitate ! But it is becatise I feel &at gra- 
titude towards you^ titat I tremUe at your [vesence here ! 
The banner onder wbi^ you fou^t, the politicB yon 
avowed and defended, nuke me feel ^e danger of your 
appearance in Parte ! 

Jul. Yoq an mistaken. 

Bkb. How ? — ^have yon then relioanced ? 

Jul. Completely. 

Beb. (Jot^iillg.) Is it possible? 

Jul. We took the wrong course, I feel convinced. To 
light up civil war when, as Frenchmen, we also wished for 
nothing but the glory and bappinees of France,— it was 
uutdnesa ! 1 have abandoned the project with disgust. 

Ber. Oh 1 my friend, my preserver 1 — ^you cannot tell the 
wei^t you have taken from my heart Now, dispose of 
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my life if it can serve you ; I am your'a^ heart and hand ! 
Alas ! I have nothing else to offisr. 

Jul. I reckoned upon them only— but first, tell me^ why 
did you quit the service so young ? 

Ber. a wound. {Shmgging his ihauUeri.^ 

Jul. Nay, nay, I have heard otherwise ; your wound did 
not disable you from carrying a musket ? 

Ber. Welly I believe— I must confess — a pkjiie— the pro- 
motion of another, and the neglect of a petition. 

Jul. (Ande.) As I thought. (Aland.) Well, suppose now 
you were offisred a chance of gaining the rank you desired-^ 
perhaps, more ? 

Ber. Indeed! 

Jul. Harkye — a secret expedition is on foot! 

Bee. (Aside,) Old Perrin was right ; the army of reserve, 
—they say it is destined for some secret enteipiise. {Aloud.) 
Well. 

Jul. I can promise you a commission. 

Ber. a commission! 

Jul. Aye— and fifty louis in advance ! 

Ber. Fi% louis!— a fortune !—(.<tfttd^.)— and Th^rese 
and her poor dear uncle, how happy it would make them I 
i^Aloud.) 'Tis for the gloiy of France, you assure me ? 
. Jul. For the glory of France ! 

Ber. I am ready — I take your ofier. 

Jul. Add your name to thatlist. (CtsM^ apofer,) 

Ber. With all my heart. ( Crotny to the table to n^.) Are 
there any names here that are known to me ? 

Jul. Yes ; mine is amongst them. 

Ber. Indeed! — << Lecogneux," "Landry," "Jean Du- 
rand,"— (jBttidMiy.) 
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I I 

Jul. That to my naiiie. 

BsR. Jean Durand! Why, aordy, yoa were oall'd in 
Italy, Jiilea— nVolea de— de^ 

Jul. (^jiefe.) I had fingotten. {jikmd.} It matters no^ 
that is my name now. 

Beb. Hah! stop a moment— ^nassomed name — 

Jul. Assome one younri^ if yon please. 

Bee. Not I— 4ior will I sign this paper tiD yon explain 
yoondf more folly. {Throwim U an the hrmkfiui HaMi.} 
There is too madi mystery about this business ftr its aim 
to be an honest one. Bz]^ainyoaiBd^Qrlea?eme. 

Jul. Hush ! some one comes. 

• 

(Enter PfiRBnr /rom &» Room.) 

Pbb. {Muting.) No— no— no ; there must be an end of 
this. (Seeing Jules and Ber.) Ah! Bernard, where U 
Tb^rese ? Who is that ? 

Bbr. An acquaintance of mine. Citizen Jul — 

Jul. (Interrupting Mm.) Jean Durand. 

Per. Your senrant — ^your servant — donH mind me. I am 
going to write here; but talk away, youll not distort) me. 
(Site doum to write.) 

Jul. (Aiide to Bbr.) I cannot explain before him. 

Ber. There is no other room but the kitchen. (Poinihi^ 
to the door^ R.H.) 

Jul. That will do — any where; for I will not leave 
you till you are one of us. (Exeunt into the kit<Aen,) 

Per. (Continuing to himself.) No, no, no ; something must 
be done. Poor child — poor child ; and I to have taken my 
pleasure — eat, drank, and slept without a thought upon the 
matter ! I must needs take a coach, too, this very morn- 
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ing^^twQ fiancs ! — ^paid out of the miaerable sum perhape for 
which she has pledged her little cross of gold^— the gift of 
her mother, — her only ornament ! But no— no ! — she has a 
richer, — a &r richer ornament, — the gift of Heaven ! She 
has a heart of gold, that shall never be broken by me ! 
Come, come, Michel Perrin, bestir thyself; thou art only 
sixty-eight, and thy health is good,-— thy limbs strong fo 
thine age I — Hew wood— draw water^-^o something-^aoy- 
thing rather than be a burden upon those who love thee ! 
Let me see : Bernard brought me a newspaper; let me look 
at the advertisements ! Ah ! here, (taking up tie newipaper) 
here it is ! — and, as sure as I live, the very first line I kK>k 
at — (reading with great eagemeu) — '* Wanted a respectaliie, 
well-informed person,"-— 4he very thingy— ^ whose chancier 
will bear the strictest investigation." The hand of Provi- 
dence is in this — ** whose character will bear the nUkUM 
investigation, and who can command the sum of 2^>,(MMi 
Cranes." Hem! — I had better look in the next column. 
<* Army of Reserve." — Ah I there's the whole secret iA tuy 
misfortunes. I never had an army of reserve! '^ Bureau d^f 
Police !" — Ah ! there's no good to be got oat of that ! ^Hny, 
its signed " Fouch^** — " Fouch^, minister of Police/' (^ifi 
it be my pupil Joseph — Joseph Foucb^. I'll go directly I 
No ; ril write— write and tell him exactly bow I'm situate<i. 
It can do no harm if I am mistaken ; and, if not, I am $uri* 
be will refuse nothing to his old tutor, Fortujiately, there 
is just one sheet of letter p^per left, and I cannot use it ftyr m 
better purpose. My hand trembles so I can hardly bold the 
pen. ** My dear little Joseph"— no, that will never do ! I 
haven't seen him for thirty yean. He's Minister of Poljce ( 
and I'm fancying him still a little boy. (fFriting.) ** Citiz^ 

b2 
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ninister" — that's the etjle now — " CHiieii minister." (Ainjr 
t the bell.) Come in I 



Foe. The citizen, Michel Perrin ? 

Pbe. AtyoorMFriee. ^VUlToatftka • >fc«t-i»wae lit? 

ineidl ■■ ■ -' '- "■••' .■ ■-'■■■■• 

Fou. IVhet HrbBttaRHbiOlertiit OilHMAX'flW 

Pbx. (akffl^.) AB'«ld WtkA of Wkngf ■ (.B iiM ^i tk 
Mm.) HftylnkhkiMwr -'■...:-:.' ^ m 

' Pod. {jfilii.^ fhikimaetUmaa>erm»J 'fMMi.y mi 
mune ia Jooe^ FdOch^.' 

Pbr. Whati Jooeph FoiuM, the miniaterttf Police? 

Fou. The same. 

Pek. Ia it possible ? He it minister then P Only to 
think, I wee at this very moment writing to him. 

Fou. Indeed; a letter from you would have given him 
much pleastu^. 

Pbb. You don't say so f Then perhaps he would receive 
me kindly, if I paid him a visit p 

Fou. It ia not unlikely he will be the first to call iipoD 
you. 

Per. The dear boy ! Aod how did he leitni I was here P 

FotJ. Is he not Minister of Police ? The names of all 
who visit Paris are handed to him the day after their arrival. 
He was etnick by yonr's. He was anxious to see and em- 
brace once more his kind old preceptor. Daily be expected 
to hear him announced ; but no, he came not. What said 
I, because I am minister, will Perrin no longer acknowledge 
me? 
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Per. You ! yoa eaid. What ! can it be ? 

Fou. My old friend! {HokUny his arms <mi to receive 
him.) 

Per. (Rushing into them.) My dear, good little Joseph* 
(Survff/ing him.) Why, I declare you've grown quite a 
man. 

Fou. (Smiling.) Considering I have had thirty years to 
do it in. 

Per. True, true ! W^hat a silly old fellow I am ; but my 
dear boy, I still think,^-excuse me, citizen minister, — these 
are tears of joy. Bless me ! — bless me ! Why, you had 
long curly hair, and now— 

Fou. Never mind, my dear Perrin, my heart is not 
changed, whatever my &ce may be. Come and see me, 
and you sliall be convinced ; for I regret to say (looking at 
his tcatch) the few minutes I can spare to-day have nearly 
expired. 

Per. But one word before you go. I had a curacy in 
Normandy. 

Fou. I know; — they have suppressed it. There are 
many more in your situation ; but you have come to live in 
Paris with yoiu* family. 

Per. Ah ! there it is ; ray niece, the only child of my 
dear sister, — she is about to be married to a fine hearted, 
honest young fellow ; you'd like him much if you knew 
him, — ^he's one of the cleverest — 

Fou. I have no doubt ! I wish them joy. But now, my 
dear Perrin — 

Per. An instant,— one instant more, my good little 
Joseph. Do you think you could find a place for me in 
some office ? 
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FoD. Foryoal 
. Ak. To be candid with you, my dear Joseph, I havf> tiol I 

» sou left in (he world ; and my poor Th^rese has ex- | 
priscUd all her savings, — she had even pledged the little cross 

Fou. I am truly sorry to hear this. I did not imagiue- 
I ii|JU endeavour immediately — I scarcely know what, at I 
your &ge ; but go BJid eee Desauoaia, and tell falm I sent i 
jam.-. 

: Jtto. Desaunala I 

i fSoD. Yee, — my right hand ; the head of his departmenU J 
Tan will find him at his bureau. 
. Paa. But stay ; I have a bad meoiory for Dunes* If y on i 
villjiut wiUe do«t> — 

Fou. Hush ! — ^wboK voicee are tluee ? 
Pbb. Voices !-^ heard noue. 

Fou. There ore some persons talkiDg in that room- 
^eintm^ to tie Aiteften.J listeo ! 
Pbx. What ears you must have. I can hear nothing I 
Fov. Perh^ie Sot ; but there is much in habit. 

(^ppna^tff ^ door cat»fwH*^; enter Buuubd omf 
JoLBs ; FouCHS ttepi btuA.) 
Beb. (^rAemeitily.) Never; never! Ill die myself fint ! 
Jul. (^Settnff Foocbb.) Silence ! 
.Pbb. Ah! to be sune.l I had foigottrai tliey were &en. 
(To FouoHB.) This is the young man I spoke <^ — n^y 
Biece's husband that is to be, — and his jnend, citiwi — 
citizen. I always forget uames. 
' Jul. Jean Duraod, artist of Bnissels. 
. Pbb. Evt whoe is Tb6rese ? Yqu must wait tiUI find 
Tb^rese. {ExU ifUo kitdem.) 
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Pou. Jean Durand. (Examining bim.) 

Jul. Adieu, friend. (To Bernard.) If I can be of any 
service to you on my return. (To FoucHEy who has advanced 
to them.) Welly citizen ? 

Fou. Your name yon say is Durand ? 

Jul. Jean Durand, at your service. 

Fou. That is false ! 

Jul. False! 

Fou. Silence, Sir ! Your name is Jules de Crussac. 

Jul. Hahl 

Fou. You are not an artist, and you do not come fitmi 
Brussels ; you arrived in Paris six days ago from Lyons ; 
you proceeded from the diligence in a hackney coach to a 
small hotel in the Rue de la Loi, and your opinions are well 
known to me. You need not attempt to deny them, Sir,^ 
I am Fouch^, the minister of Police. 

Fou. Fouche ! (Looking at Bernard ujith an air of re- 
proach.) 'Tis well ! 

Ber. As I live, I knew not. 

Jul. (Aside.) And of course the house is surrounded? 
I am a prisoner. (Ahud.) Well, Sir, take my head ! 

Fou. (CooUy.) Take your head, young man! What 
would you have me do with it ? If it were a sensible one, 
I might employ it ; but it is that of a fool — a madman, and 
is not worth the trouble of taking at present ! You are at 
liberty. Sir ; but quit Paris in four-and-twenty hours, or I 
shall be compelled to remove you from your present lodging 
to apartments of my own, which may not be so comfortable. 
( Turns his back on him.) ^ 

Bee. (To Jules aside.) I breathe again. After this, o! 
course, you must give up all idea— 
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JCL. Ob the cootzary, it will only advance the executiutt 
wfvajflijmA. Tou will dine with us to-day at the Codran- 



Bnu 'So, no ; we part for ever ! 

(3viti Jays }u» finger on hix lip, and goa OiU, retumiAg 
Pooche's took with one of defiaaot.) 
BUL (Aside.) What shall I do ! — denounce him? 
Fob. What is the matter, young man? Vou aie Bot 
eoniwct»d,i)ttrt, Jfc'imi— TV '.::,",.-<:^ .•»■{■ 
BiPLNo^btdaoa.air. TUi to tiia fint tiai*M|M«in 

Foo. 'Tto«dl! fie.^ i iiljjii \i HjiHtjiii. liii^^ 

he ia too wild '■nd diimatcMl fe the gDnmnient to-toodfe 
itaeU' Berioudy about bim^ let him qtut Psiia, bowere^ 
while he jnay do it nfUy. 

Re-mter Pxrrix. 

Pot. What has become of Tb6rese ? She mart be gone 
oat surely. 

Bkb. Yea ; 1 know where she is, and I will seek h^-. 
(^Atide.) Let me fidlow Jules, and once more tiy to wake 
him to his daogw. (£«tt Bbbnaid.) 

Fou. Adieu, Penrin. 

pBK. But the dlrectiou. 

(Bbbmasd re-apptan at lit dta&r wnOt DbuwkaU.) 

Bek. 1fes,-cititen, he is there. 

Ptf a. Somebody else ! 

Desad. Ah \ dtizen Miniirter ! I saw your cairiage at the 
gate. The first consul has asked for you three tiaies. 
Fou, Diable ! (soi'ty) 
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PflB. Bat Jo9&flb, my good Joeeph, you mentiooed a 
Moarfeor DuaMullet — 
Fou. Desaunais — ^he is here. 
Pbb. Here! Tlien yoa can qpeak at once fi>r me 

yOUIBNt* 

Fou. Trae — Ab! apropos, Demonais. This Joles de 
Crnssae* (amde io kim.) 

Dbsau. (oiide %o Mm.) I haye the most positive informa- 
tion-^e is at Lyons — ^iO — nnable to leave his bed. 

Fou. •Tis no such thing — the first report was correct- 
he ia here— in Paris — nay — ^was in this room an instant since. 
You must have ahnost met him on the stairs. 

Dbsau. You astonish me— I can diew yoa the most 
decided letter. 

Fou. Lies ! Lies ! These fellows would sell their souls 
for a five-firanc piece-— you must find trustier Agent»— this 
work will never do— there is something afoot — I am certain 
—ferret it out— don't spare money— but pay those well on 
whom you can rely, (^om^.) 

Pbb. Well— What does he say ?— 

Fou. Ah! I had forgotten again. Desaunais, this is 
an dl^fiiend of mine — ^find some employment for him 
directly. *Any thing suitable to his age and respectability— 
treat him well— I am much interested about him— Adieu, 
Ptenrin, I must fiy to the Tuileries ! {Esii Fouche, c. d.) 

Per. Adieu, Joseph! — my Preserver! mind you doo't 
&11 down stairs— It's so daric— Phew ! At last !— Well- 
now then, my dear Monsieor Beaomarchais— 

Dbsau. Desaunais! To-nuvrow, at eight o'clock-^ you 
will call on me— 

Per. What! wait till to-morrow! Did you not hear 
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what my friend ihe minister said — "immediately" — I waa 
be employed immediately — he knows the circomstanci 
they are of the most preBsiiig nature. 

Desau. Oh I I did not nnderatand that it was 
light. But, be it so — since the minister knows and 
Oommendayou. Your name — 

Pkr, Michel Perrin. (^nide.') I wonder what sort of •' 
place he will give me. I hope nothing that requires much 
confinement — for t never could sit long at a tijoe in my 
life. 

Desau. (writing in hU memorandum book.) Michel Peniii^ 
Rue Mouffelard. No. 15 — ' 

PxB. Fire pair of ataira — ^baek — 

pBSAU. The miDister and you have had some coDvena- 
don on the subject. 

Per. We have — ^he Jias knowo me many years. 

Desac. And found you trustworthy of course. 

Per. (jtrtntdly.) Or he would not have recommended me. 

Desau. You are right. The minister has an extraordi- 
nary fiiculty for discerning the true bent of a man's genius. 
Tou will consider yourself attached to my office till further 
notice — and you will receive twenty francs a day. 

Per. Twentj- franca ! — you don't say so ! 

Dbsad. I Bjn to pay well those in whom I can confido— 
there is your first payment. You will receive as much 
every morning. 

Per. Twenty francs! Every morning 1 {Ande.) I - shall 
go wild with joy ! And what am I to do, citizen ? What 
service will be required of me? I am an old man remember. 

Desau. Silence and discretion in the greatest de- 
gree. 



SBCRET SERVICE. 26 

Per. Of cxm ro e Ofa, I am no babbler. (Aiide.) A place of 
trust — In the Treasury perhaps ! 

Dbs. You will have no objection to dine at the best houses ? 

Per. None in the least. I will confess to you, I like a 
good dinner. (^Amde.) The respectability of my situation 
will require it I 

Des. You will frequent the public places^ the gardens 
— promenades, &c. 

Per. If you have no objection, when business permits, 
certainly ; I am particularly partial — I have done nothing 
else for the last two months — ^but— my office — 

Des. Your office is mine — ^you will be thesre every morn- 
ing at nine o'clock. 

Per. {Aside.) Ah! Now for it. 

Des. We shall have ten minutes' conversation, and then 
—you can take your walks again. 

Per. And twenty francs a day for that ? 

Des. Exactly. 

Per. (Aside.) It isn't possible — there must be more to do 
some days — they don't like to trust me at first — I must got 
used to the place — and the people. 

Des. So to-morrow morning at nine precisely. 

Per. Most punctually — ^but where ? 

Des. The Minister's Hotel, Quu Voltaire. 

Per. But will they admit me ? 

Des. I'll leave your name with the Porter,— he will point 
out to you my private door. (Going; he returns.) Ah ! 
by the bye, should any thing particular occur, and you wi«(h 
to see me during the day, I had better give you a pas8 that 
will admit you anywhere.. Have you a slip of paper there 
—any thing ? 
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PlB. {Ta!(inff up the list of name* which Jules hat le/l.) 

Dsk That will do as well as the beet, f Ferris Jhldt it 
M Am, amdi/ivM it to Dksaunais, who writes.') " Pennit to 
pSM Citiien Michel Perrin, od Secret Sei^-ice." There. 
Where ehnll you dine to-day? 

Pbb. I have not yet thought — 

Dei. Go to the Cadran Bleu then. 

Pbb. The Cadren Bleu I Peste! that will coat- 
Das. Never mind the coat — charge it as an extra if you 
wQl — there are always meetings there — military men — per- 
E0D9 of conaequence. 

Peb. I understand — I understand. You wish me to keep 
the beet society. 

Dks. Yes, yes, we do not mind the rabble. 

Per. Well, but what am I after all ? 

Des. Never mind about names. You are on Secret 
Service. 

Per. Ab you please. 

Des. Nine o'clock precisely. 

Per. As the clock strikes, depend upon it. 

Des. Good day ! (Exit Dssadmais, n. d.J 

Per. It's a dream ! It must be a dream I Twenty francs 
a day ! six hundred franca a month ! and merely to widk 
about Paris and take my pleasure ! — It can't be— no — no^ 
some very particular business will be required of me no 
doubt shortly — and I hope it may not be beyond my strength 
or abili^. In the mean time these dear children !— Ber- 
nard ! Therese ! Where are they ? 

(^Enttr Bernabo.) 
Ah ! here is Bernard I 
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Bbr. (Aside.) I could not overtake him. What shall I 
do ?— write to the First Consul, and, without naming any 
one, warn him of his danger ? 

Per. Welly Bernard, where bTh6rese ? 
* BfiR. I have not seen her. 

Per. Not seen her! — why, I thought you went — 

Bbr. Hark ! that is her step on the stairs. 

Per. (Aside,) How I shall astonish them. 

(^Enter Therese mournfully,) 

Ber. {^Aiide to her,) Well, Therese, what success ? 

The. (^Aside, and bunting into tears,) None ! none, Ber- 
nard ! Madame Verville is at Dieppe, and will not return 
to Paris for some months. What will become of us ? 

Ber. Hush ! (^Pointing to Per., who advances.) 

Per. Where have you been, Therese ? I was wishing for 
you — it b getting near dinner time ; and, as we eat little or 
no breakfast, we must all be hungry ; at least, I can speak 
for myself— I have the appetite of a wolf! (Bbr. and The. 
exchange locks of anxiety f)^-and I'm sure you would both be 
the better for a good soup, a pat^, a cutlet, and an omlette, 
well-cooked, and moistened by a glass of excellent Bordeaux. 
I say Bordeaux, because it is less heating than Burgundy — 
though I never drink wine myself; so it makes no difference 
to me if you prefer it ; but, remember, I recommend Bour- 
deaux. 

Bbr. i^A/ler a stare of astonishment, aside to Tbkbl,) Dear 
Therese, he's light-headed ! What shall we do for him ? 

The. Fmfiightenedout of my wits! 

Per. Well, what's the matter with you? You don't 
think, my dear children, I am going to put you to this ex- 



28 



SECRET t 



No, T 






been too much of thai, and its my 
my darling Therese, my gw)d Ber- 
— no more anxiety — be happy, for 



.piB. 



iiirii to treat now. 1 
nard, no more privat 
I om ridi-^I lm\ 

Both. A place I 

Per, a superb place ! 

The. Dear uncle, what place? 

Per. All ! Ihut's more than I can tell ; but no matter for 
tliat — it ia an excellent place. I dare say I shall have a 
(.TSiit deal to do, but, at present, the sen-ice is not beyond 
my ability — it is to receive twenty francs a day, and to dine 
at (he best house in Paris, as soon as a walk in the Tuilerie» 
hus ^vea me an appetite for it. Ecce aignum ! (Showing 
the munejj.) 

Ber. Gold I a real louis, I declare! 

The, Can it he possible? 

Per, I should think not; but still it is true. 

But, my dear sir, this is a pension, not b place. 
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The. Bat, my dear uncle, I have no dress good enough. 

Per. Never mind thy dress, child; though that shall be 
mended to-morrow, and we will have the little cross back ! — 
the cross of poor dear Madeleine ! — and, in the mean time, let 
any one look slightingly on my good Th^rese! — Michel Per- 
rin will say to him — " Citizen ! this child might have been 
gayer clothed, had she suffered an old man to want bread !'' 
If he has a human heart, he will reverence that poor gar- 
ment more than the ermined robe of an empress ! Bless 
thee! my child, bless thee ! 

(Per., wercame by hitfeeHngt^ tinks into his chair; The. 
flings her arms round his necky and Ber. presses his 
hand afectionatefy-) 



END OF FIRST ACT. 
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ACT II— SCENE I. 



The Jlureuu dt Policein (he MinUler's hotel. ^ d'»r teadiag to 
the Miniattr'saparlmentt, B H . ; another/orthfifeaeral entrance 
ofpertoni/rom the ttreet, L, U ., am private one concealed in the 
wall. ^ window supposed to look on the Qvai fottaireii.a, 
— sliehvs all round (he room, wil, ote$ on them, lafielled and 
numbered. A taiU with papert, fmoht, i^. ; aitd agaimt ihf , 
walln teveral Ml-ropesfur sammoniit^ tin rarrotw Officers of 
the Dtpartm^nlt. 

(Deuunais i> ditewered leaiedal hit tabk, ieoeral Clerka, ^., 
rtceimng their inttmdion*. A Gen-tTarme in attendance.) 

Dbs. (To one Clerk, ffivinff a paper.) To be returned to the 
writer— the addresB is within, (To another.) For insertim 
m the journale to-morrow. (Gining another paper.) Make 
a clear copy of that, eeal it cleverl/ again, and dispatch it as 
directed. (TotheGeifiranne,(mdffin)yleiien.) Hotel de 
Ville — Minister of Foreign Af&irs, and Minister of Marine. 
(Exeunt Clerkt and Gen-d'arme in lum, at directed.) 
So now for this letter from the Tuileries. (Opening one.) 
"Returned by the aide-de-camp on duty aa suspicious."— 
Hum — hum — hum ! (Reading to himaelf) " Signed Ber- 
nard, a comrade of Arcole, and addressed to the First Con- 
sul." — Ah ! — ah ! (Readt.) " My General, your Ufe is 
threatened !"— The old Btory.— "I know your enemies, but 
would sooner die than reveal their names,"— As usual, of 
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ooone lie knows ]iociiiBg!-«^biit]f I auglit be permittad e 
private Sntenriew"—- Aye» dieve it ia an emise to ap- 
proach die CooBol, and petiiaps attempt the deed itsdf ! 
This Bamaidmintbe looked to— ooaddreaa! Tbe&,liowiB 
he to know if hia leqoeat will be granted ? {A kmock mi ike 
prwaiedi»r.) A knock at the aecret door ! ao a o oneof 
my conMcntial agenta, {BoiuAepMk^eorjmmd Om 
iicmly opau ikai ta tkeptmdJ) 



Paa. I beg jour pardon, I am oo 9ecnt weanhce. 

Dbs. Ah ! Citizen Penin ! 

Per. Ah ! citizen Deachannais, its you, is it ? Its 
ing nine at tins morooit. 

Dss. Yon are ponctoality itself; ait down a moment while 
I write two linos. 

Pbr. Pray don't hony yourself I can wait ; I Ve nothing 
else to do. 

Dbs. {Reiwmmg io ike leUer.) Ham — ham — hmn ! {Bmd- 
mg,) ** Give orders that I may be admitted if I present my- 
self at the palace." — Oh ! that's what you wish, is it ?— a 
veiy cool request, truly ! (Siiidown io write,) 

Paa. (jiside, and examining the moat.) Bless my soul! 
here I am in the very heart of the Govemment«-«t the foun- 
tain-head of the glory and prosperity of a great nation ! (Dss. 
ringt a beU,) All those boxes full of papers. What useful 
projects, what benevolent designs are contained in those 
cases? (^Examining (me on wkick it wriOeny **Jemx ei 
Loiene") ** Gambling-houses and lottery," — places, no 
doubt, for their suf^pression ! {^Paenng io anoiker^ in$crHed 
^ Sertiee SeerH:') <' Secret Service." Ah ! there's my ewe. 
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Chftritjr in its most beautiiiil form '.— anonymouB assistance (o i 
worthy individuals — no trumpet to proclaim tiie dietributioa 
atwiBu I — Secret Service ! The widow, the orphan, tlie aged, J 
•Dd' infirm, succoured by a pal«mal Government ; oflen, no 
doubt, without a gueaa at their real benefactors! and I to 
Aiok tliat no good couid spring from a Bureau de Policel 
people should never prate about what they do not understand. 
(Enter aGBS-o'ARME.J 

Dm. (Giving the note he hat voritten.') Bureau Militaire — 
Cilisfln Croissy — let him make every inquiry, and return me 
•n aaawer as soon as possible. {^Exit Gen-d'aryne.) Now, 
my dew sir, for you. 

PiR. Well, here I am. 

Dbs. And what have you to tell me? 

Feb. Nothing particolar ; I thought thirt yon^bot, yefr— 
now I remember — I have something very particular to say 
to you. 

Des. Ah ! well, speak. 

Pbb. {^Ande.") I will speak at once, and boldly ; it comes 
completely within my du^— Secret Service ! — there can be 
no doubt, (^jihud.) I have a niece, a charming person, 
who is about to be mamed ; and I said to myself this morn- 
ing, " Citizen Dnchenes"^ 

Dbs. Dessunais. 

Pbb. I mean Desaunus — " promised me tw«ity francs a 
day." 

Des. Yes, certainly, here they are. (^PtUting hit hand m 
Ail jxwfte/.) 

Pbe. {^Stopping him.') No, no j I did not speak for that. I 
was going to say merely, that instead of paying me daily^ 

Des. You would rather receive it at the end of eveiy 
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month, or every quartery perhaps ? Oh, if that will suit you 
better — 

Per. I beg your pardon — ^tfaat wont suit me at all ; on 
the contrary, I was gmng to be so bold as to request-— 

Des. Ah, an advance ? 

Per. On the first month — if there is no indiscretion— but 
I wouldn't for the world — one word from you — 

Des. Oh, there can be no objection—as you are known 
to the minister — certainly. Til give you an order on the 
Treasuiy. (fFritet one.) 

Per. {Atide,) What munificence ! The dear children ! — 
they shall be married immediately. 

Des. {Giving it.) There. 

Per. (j4nde.) Six hundred fi:ancs! (jdbntd,) Eternally 
obliged! 

Des. Not at all. But now— quick — for I have business 
of importance. What did you do yesterday ? 

Per. Yesterday — oh, I did as you desired me — ^I dined at 
the Cadran Bleu, and I am particularly glad I did. 

Des. {Drawing his cAotr cioie to kim,) Ah, indeed— why, 
pmy? 

Per. Why ! Why because I never sat down to such a 
dinner in my life. I can assure you they do know how to 
cook in that house. 

Des. I know that well enough; but the company — who 
did you see there ? What did you hear? 

Per. Oh, the company was unexceptionable. - There was 
one very gentlemanly person, with whom I got into conver- 
sation. 

Des. Ah, well. 
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PnL An Ex-Garde de Corpa; of good family, apparently, 

bat not very rich — poor fellow — he complained a good deal. 

Dli. Oil, he did— did h 

Pmb. Yes ; of a pain in hia shoulder. 
Dn. I 

Pbr, I told him it was rheumatism. 
Dm. And was that all ? 

Feb. No, no ; he told me that he had been iil treated. 
■ Dm. By the government ? 

PlR. No ; by a surgeon who did not understand his c 

Dm. But, my good sir, what have I to do with all this? 
Was there no meeting there — no private dinner partj'— 

Pbk. Yea,;ee; there wb8—» pu^ vi Sam tm Smjemag 
men, who drank an amazing deal of punch 1 and chattered 
away in consequence — I thought veiy indiscreetly. 

Des. So, 80 ; and you heard — 

Pbb. I couldn't help hearing — though, of course, I did 
not appear to pay any attention. 

Dfie. Certainly not ; and what did you gather from them ? 

Pkb. Quite enough to convince me they were very bad 
young men ; but nothing that would have auduMrbed a 
stranger's interference in a public co&e-room. So a« Kwn 
as I could, I paid my tall, and went away. 

Des. Went away ! What before them ? 

P«H. They were joet going too ; there was a deal of 
shaking hands, and an appointment for to-morrow— that is, 
to-day. 

Db9. For what purpose, do you imagine ? 

Peh. I am not certain, but I should rather think aaothn 
dinner, and more punch. 
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Des. And 80 you gained no useful information of any 
description ? 

Per. Anything but that, I should say. 

Des. (^Aiide.) Stupid fellow! if he had understood hiu 
trade, he might have joined the party, no doubt, when they 
were all half-drunk, and led the conversation to — ugh! 
Well ; it can't be helped. {Aloud.) If you have nothing 
more to say — good morning. ( Unbolting the public door, p.s.d.) 

Per. Good morning ! But have you no particular com- 
mands? 

Des. Not I ; you may go where you like, and do what 
you like. 

Per. You are very kind. (Ande.) V\l go and draw the 
money then. (Going — returm, p.s.) Oh, by-the-bye, I should 
like to go to the review this morning, if you have no 
objection. 

Des. I tell you I don't care where you go, so you'll go 
out of this room ; for I'm very busy — I wish to be alone. 

Per. Certainly ; if you have no further orders— I have 

the honoiu: to wish you a very good morning ! (AMe.) He*8 

very busy to-day, but to-morrow, no doubt, he will give me 

some kind of employment Bless me, if my only business b 

to walk about all day, I shall want a shoemaker more than 

a secretary. (Exit Perrin, p.8.d.) 

Des. The old dotard doesn't understand the first elements 

of his art ; but it is no use to talk to him. He's paid for the 

first month, and after that he may go about his business. I 

shall write directly to Fouch6 though, and tell him I cannot 

employ his friend — I never knew him to be so mistaken. (SiU 

down to write.) *^ Citizen Minister, I propose to you to thank 
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Q^ifeB.Perrin for his services, and infonn him that you have 
DO longer — " 

{Re-enter GE>i-D'AKME wilh a letter, which fte fftvei, aiiH 
relirei.) 
Aih- ^ answer to my note. (Opent U liatHly — reaiii.) 
"Xbrnre w-ere 235 eoldiera of the name of Bernard at tli« 
hi^t^ of Arcule." The devil ! 

{ISnler Fout t.H.D.) 

Ah ! Ci^Mn Minister ! 1 was th ng of you ! 

FctO- 1 ooiae from the TuilerieB. I have had a preliy 
eceD& there. 

Des. With tht; £rst Consul F 

FoD. Yes; he is ia the raost tremeodooB rage. I imS 
received some infbnnation which indtioed me to hasten to 
him this morning. "Aha! Fouch^," said he, the moment 
he saw me, " You call yourself Minister of Police ; you 
pride yourself on knowing everything (hat itf pHog fonmi 
in Puis. Do you know what I have got in my pocket, sir?" 
"I do," 1 replied coolly. "You do?" "Yea; my dis- 
raiwal." 

Des. Your disminal ! Is it poasiMe? 

FotJ. He was rvtfaer staggered at that. " VenrweQ, nr," 
said be, "very well; you are right there, howerer you 
got your in&nnation ; but I have written that merely as a 
pendant to another paper, which I have in my pocket ;" and 
he forthwith handed me the deposition of a wiiter at the 
Cadran Bleu. There was a meeting there yesterday of 
cfuuipiratarB — ihe life of the first Consul is to be attanpted. 

Ds8. The Cadran Keu ! 



SECRET SERVICE. 37 

Fou. And I — I — Foiich^ — ^hear of this first from BuoDa- 
parte himself! Now, sir; listen to me : you are the caiu^e 
of all this. 

Des. I ! 

Fou. You ; to whom I naturally look for such informa- 
tion. Therefore, take warning, sir. If, in two hourb* time, 
you do not discover the names of the conspirators, the day 
and hour fixed for the execution of their design, and the 
place where they may be apprehended — ^I discharge you 
on the instant — I believe I speak plainly, and I leave you to 
your reflections. (R, H. d. i. e. Exit Fouche.) 

Des. Distraction! Discharge me! What's to be done? 
In two hours ? Peste ! there's no time to lose ! (Rings ail the 
belli violently.) 

(Several Clerks and Gens-d'armes enter the roam hastily,) 

All. What's the matter, sir ? 

Des. The matter, gentlemen ! The matter is simply this :— 
There is a plot against the life of the First Consul ; and I — I, 
Desaunais, hear of this first firom the minister himself. Now 
you are the cause of all this — ^you, to whom I naturally look 
for such information ; — ^therefore, take warning. If, in an 
hour's time, you do not discover the names of the conspira- 
tors, the day and hour fixed for the execution of their design, 
and the place where they may be apprehended — I discharge 
you on the instant. I believe I speak plainly, and I leave 
you to your reflections! (Turns away from them. They all 
hurry out in the greatest consternation,) Soh ! Mortal man can 
do no more. (Flinging himsdf in a <Aair,) If they do not 
succeed, I must invent a conspiracy — some sort of a plot I 
must make up, or I shall have to leave a pro&ssiou, I may 

D 
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■ImOEt say, \ h&ve created — at least ttiat I have i 
that I have ] ?ned ]ike a child! And that old foot — to have 
dined at the Cadran Bleu — to have heard those men speak 
of a meeting for " to-day" — and yet to have picked up no 
useful information. Oh. Ipt Kim come here (Lgaio — I'll 
teach him — 

(ETder Gen-d'j E, u.a.u., toilh a paper.} ^^M 

Gen. There is a perso — ^^| 

Des. What' I n be Been by nobod^.^^ 

Gen. But he oced t per, signed by youreelf. 

Citizen : and he says he ia iend of the minister, on 

secret service. 

DBS. (^Lookiitp at Ae paper.) " Pennit to pMB 'die dtften 
Michel Penin." Oh! 'tic he, — aalcouMwUh ' tiAarhia in. 
(Exit OuND.) I'm just in the humour to receive him. (Looking 
mt the jxyter.) Yea, yes. *■ Oa secret Bervice,'* fbnooth. 
Precious service he ia like to teaier to, either secret or 
public. (T^oittbiy Atpaper o&oirf, hUeyei* vm/kt lydttSa 
of namei on Ae <tfher tide.) lESi ! bow ! What lutve wfe 
here ?— a litt of nsme* ? 

PSR. (S^wnt^, M Ac eiOen, to At Ocnd.) I Ydd yoa so, 
but yoa vdnld not ba&era me — I am cm wcrM Service— I 
mh to pus any where. Ah, citizen Bechamel^ 

J}Ma,(Biiffrottedijfttepap»,andpi^hiffnotatenlioHto}mn.) 
What do I see?—" Lecognenx— tAadri— Jean thir«itir" 
Je&o Dnrandl^^thftt is the assumed tncme of Croasoc, (be 
tn^iected peTson 'wto lua airived from Lyons, 'fhik miut 
healiatof theconspinttors! *' Longjtaneau'--~^'<!9tBp<fteL" 
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Cbapotd I eh l-<-iio doubt. There waa • Ckapotd arretted 
yesterday ki the act of treating with Iiqu<» two or three of 
the conwilar guard ! We ha»Te them ! We have them ! 

(Emier Pbrrin.) 

But by what clever device has thie mao, whom I thought 
so stupid — {j4loud.) — Where b citizen— <Ah f there you are, 
my dear Perrin. 

Per. I beg pardoo if I disturb. I know you are busy ; 
but an affair of importance — 

Des. Importance indeed ! Never was any arrival more 
exquisitely timed— more imperatively necessary. My dear 
Perrin, this is a master stroke. 

P£R. What b a master stroke ? 

Dss. The discovery you have just made. 

PiBR. Discovery! — ^IVe made no discovery: I merely 
came to tell you-^ 

Dss. Merely !^-too modest citizen ! Tou have saved 
France! 

Per. (j49ide.) Saved France! {jihud.) You don't say 
so ? 

DBS. (Rin^ a heU^ and wriiu hoiHhf.) You have justified 
the high opinion of the minister ; and I am delighted to be 
able to finish the letter I had b^un about you. 

Per. About me? 

(JEnier Osn-d'armb.) 

Des. {AMk to UfMsiT, ami wriUmg.) '' Interrogate the pri. 
eonerCh^potel; tell him I know everything; that I have 
the list of his accomplices; and that his pardon shall be 
granted on condition, &c. &c.'* (FokUng U 
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il to Gen-iFarme.') Bureau of citizen Verat — immediale. (ErU 
Oen-cTarme.) Yea, my dear Perrin, b, letter about yoa t — 
Here it is — listen — (reads.) " Ciliien Minister, — I propose to 
you to tbank cilizeu Pemn for his services, and inform him, 
that you have no longer" — I had written so far — " no loi 
any doubt of Iiis 1 st possible acquisition to 

this department of lei nd that you will «> 

quently grant him an immpdit e gratiBcation of 1200 
francs !" — (fyrUing at lit ) 

Per. (I'diemently.') I wo re them1 — I wont take 

them ! — I positively cannot ;m : my conscience wont 

let me. I feel I have done . —literally nothing as yet 

to merit such munificence 1 I don't say that hereafter, when 
I shall have had more opportunity ; but now — pray say no 
more on that subject ; but listen to me, far I have eometking. 
to communicate, which — 

Dbs. Something further ? Speak — speak, my good friend. 

Pbr. Directly! But— (ani&) — I hope Th^rese wont be 
impatient. {^Goi»y to the window.) I have somebody waiting 
for me in the street. There she is. {Maket ngni out ofihe 
window.) 

Dgs. (Oitertn'njr him.) Sly n^e!— cunning creattirel 
See what signs be makes ; — all of them replete vfith intel- 
ligence : and I was about to cashier this man. (To Pbbbik, 
who return*.) Now for it. 

Feb. I must inform you that a young man, named Ber- 
nard, who has been a soldier, and foi^ht at Areola— 

Db8. Bernard! — the soldier of Arcolel (Aiide.) The 
very man ! Have you knowledge of him too ? 

PsB. To be sure I have. 
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Dbs. {AtUh.^ AfltonishiDg maa ! I have never hinted to 
him, and he is already on the 9cent! (^jilaud.) Well I tins 
Bemard^- 

Pkb. Gives me a great deal of uneasiness. 

Dks. And me also— believe me ! 

Pbr. You are very kind. Y ou know then— 

DBS. Certainly— that he has written to the FirBt Consul. 

Pbr. {Aiide,) Bless my soul^-^-J feared as much. {Ahud.) 
I suspected he would, after a conversation I had with him 
yesterday ; but what alarms me more than anything is, that 
this morning he has disappeared. 

Dbs. The deuce he has 1 

Pbr. I have been watching for him anxiously ; and, after 
drawing the money you were kind enough to give me this 
morning, I made up my mind to go at once to his master's 
house ; for he now works as a carpenter at citizen Paul's, in 
the Rue St. Denis. 

Dbs. (^Aiide,) He has got his whole history at his fingers' 
ends. 

Per. But he had seen nothing of him. He had not gone 
home to sleep, and — (Tberbse coUm wMumif *^ Uncle!'* 
** UnoUP^) Hark! Th^rese is calling me! (Running to 
As ioMlowy whkk he hat left open,) She's crying and wring- 
ing her hands. What's the matter, Th^rese ? Eh ! — how ! 
You've seen him pass? (Turning h<u^ to Desaunais.) She 
says he has just gone by. 

Des. Bernard? 

Per. Yes — Bernard! Oh! she can't be mistaken. She 
knows him too well ! 

Des. Indeed ! — Let her come in. I should like to speak 
to her myself FU ring for somebody 

D 2 
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Per. No, no; — I'll go for her. Don't trouble anybody 1 
else. {j4sii]e.) How kind to take such an interest ! 
bring her in a moment. 

Des. Quick! — by the pri pate door there. (Opent U Jiir \ 
him ; exit Pehrin.) There never was such a man. What | 
a dull fool I must have been not to have eeen through his 
assumed simplicity. He gave me credit for qulcknesa ; aud 
clothed his information in language that would have ap- 
peared idle gOBSip if overheard by a third person ! — ha ! 
ha ! The sly old fox ! 1 can laugh now when 1 recal his 
hints. The ex-guard de corps — with his rheumatism — whtt 
fomplained that he had beeo ill treated by liis sui^on I- 
poaitive metaphor ; and I to take it literally 1 — Ugh ! Desau- 
nan ! Desauosis ! I wouldn't for the worid he diould know 
what an aaa yoa have made of yourself ! 

(Re-enter Pehbin with Tbebese by private door.) 

PfiB. Dont be frightened, my child ! — don't be frightened! 
Yoa are amongst friends. 

Th£. But what place is this, uncle? 

Per. This is our office, my love ;— our Bureau. See 
there are the boxes belonging to my department — " Secret 
Service !" Oh, yoa will have the most prompt and kind 
assistance afforded you. 

Dbs. Come hither, my dear. {She cmtet to htrnt) You 
know this Bernard P 

The. Oh, Sir; I have known him from childhood. 
' Dbs. Aud you have just seen him ? 

The, This moment, Sir. 
. Des. And what did he say to you 7 

Tbb. Oh, not a word; he rushed by me like a madman. 
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Per. And you did not catch hold of him ? You did not 
attempt to stop him ? 

Des. But without authority, my dear Perrin ; — a young 
girly tooy in the middle of the street. 

Per. No matter ; under such circumstances she should 
have laid hands upon him — held him fast— clung to him, 
and called on me to assist her. 

Des. {Atide,) What zeal ! — ^what enthusiasm ! 

The. I called to him — I implored him to stop; but he 
made a sign to me with his hand thus, and ran towards the 
Carrousel 

Des. The Carrousel ! 

The. To join, no doubt, the young man who spoke to him 
yesterday at the Cadrau Bleu. 

Des. The Cadran Bleu ! Bernard was there, too, was 
he? 

Per. To be sure he was. 

The. And didn't you notice, uncle, that he could not eat 
a morsel ? 

Per. I did, my child ; and that first awakened my sus- 
picions. 

The. And when the young man told him they should 
meet at the review — 

Des. At the review — to-day— on the Carrousel ? 

Per. Yes — I heard him. 

Des. And you never told me ? 

Per. Told you ? I told you I wished to go to the review. 
I particularly mentioned it. I did not say why, certainly ; 
but you must remember my saying I wiahed to go to the 
review ; for you answered, you didn't care where I went — 
I was to go where I liked. 
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Dgs. You're quite right — you did ao. I do remember-^ 
{yidde) — and I ought to have comprehended. What wi SM J 
I have been ! 

Pek. {Much agitated.) But what's to be done? What 1 
course shall we take now ? 

Deh. There is but one. Yon say he wae to meet some ' 
one at the review. Do you remember Any particular point? 

Per. Stay— atay ; I think he said something about the 
second gate. 

Dbs. The second gate from the Chateau ? 

The. Yes, bo he did, under the second gate. Let us ^ 
ancle. 

Dbs. No,noi leave all tome. Whatsortofapersoniahe? 

Per. a young, good-looking man. (Desadnais urifc/,) 

Thb. Oh, very good-looking. 

Pbr, With dark brown hair and grey eyes. 

Tbb. No, uncle, they are hazel eyes — luge— dark hatel 
c^ee — and so expr«aeive ! 

Des. I'll believe the lady on that point. How is he 
drest ? (^ritef.) 

The, In a green coat, and white waistcoat. 

Du. What ba^t ?— middling ? 

The. Middling ! — No, Sir, a very nice hei^t— 4ie's five 
feet eight. 

Per. Oh, yea — he's a very fine young fellow— and if it 
wasn't for a scar on his forehead — 

Dbs. a scar on his forehead ! My dear Perrin, yon should 
have mentionBd that first— now we can't be mistaken. 
(^ff^ritei.) 

Thb. I'm sure, uncle, that doesn't disfigure him. There's 
only a little shining mark over his left eyebrow. 
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Des. (Finishing^ and aside.) '^ With a slight scar over the 
left eyebrow." Between Love and the Police — a very com- 
plete description. (Rings.) Make your mind easy, Perrin. 
We'll take care of this desperate young man. 

Per. a thousand thanks. (To Therese.) You hear, my 
love. Make your mind easy — Citizen Duchenois will watch 
over the safety of our dear Bernard ! 

{Enter Clerk with a Paper,) 

Clerk, (to Desaunais, aside.) Chapotel has confessed— 
One of the ringleaders is arrested already by his direction. 
(Giving the paper,) 

Des. (Looking at it.) Jules de Crussac ! Bravo ! ' The 
Chief of the conspiracy — and we shall have another in a 
few minutes. Take this description, and despatch four Gens- 
d'armes immediately to the second gate from the Chateau, 
Place de Carrousel. (Exit Clerk.) 

(Enter ar*other Clerk, R.H.) 

2nd Clerk. Citizen Desaunais, the minister would speak 
with you instantly. 

Des. I come ; — (exit CZerAr)— and, fortunately, I can meet 
him with a bold face. I am prepared to satisfy him on 
almost every point. (Putting his papers into a port/olio,) 

Per. {to Des.) Well, we may as well be going too— We 
can do no more good here, Therese ; so come along home, 
my child. 

Des. Stay — stay — I can't spare you, Perrin ! — You are 
too valuable a man to part with at so critical a moment — ^I 
have some business of importance for you to transact— now 
is the time to distinguish yourseUl 
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rER, Ah ! ah ! (v^hA to Tmebkse.) Yoo hear! Alias 
he ia going to give me soinelhing to do ! Therefow, my 
love, you luoet go homo by yourself. Go home and dry up 
your leors. We'll lake care of him — depend upon it — and 
I have 110 doabl we DbaJl find Bernard, and perauade him to 
come back to diuner with us. 

Des. Ve3 — yes — we'll take care of him. Go, my good 
girl, and tell the Porter he's (o let you enter here whenever 
you please; — that is, if you should hare any more news for 
us. I'll take care you shall be rewarded. (S/tevet iter out,t:U.o.) 

p£B. Her own good heart will reward Ler 1 — heri^iproT- 
ing conscience ! And now, what am 1 to do ? 

Dss. The rin^eader b arrested. 

Feb. The ringleader ! What ringleader? 

Deb. Of the cooBpiraton who had duwM^ned the life of 
the First Conauh 

Psa, (^QaMfity hit hantU.) Merciful powers)— 4ie life I 

Des. He will be brought h^e immedistely ; yoa may 
guess what I wiA you to do. 

Pkb. Me! 

Des. You must induce him to confess to yon* 

P8K. If he wiflbe^ it ia my duly. (.^Mifa.) Vly noed 
duty — and Heaven &ri»d that » sinner should be aeatoDiae- 
pared — {Aloud.^ I will receive his oonfenitH), and pnoiiw 
him that paidcm which — 

Dss. Certainly ; tiiat ia onr plan aln^. Pnmiiae him 
pardon— anything to get him to speak. Tell him that he shaB 
be at liberty instantly, if he satiafiea you npcHi tiie qooaluxn 
you may aak him— 

Pek. Indeed ! If be lepenta hia crime, then, may I — 

Des. To be sure t I leare it entiiely to your diacietioD. 
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(2nd Clerk, re-entering, R.H.) 

2od Cl. Citizen Desaanab I 

DBS. I come !— I come ! (I^fieakmg to itr CSerk.) The 
Citizen Perrin will interrogate the prisoner. (Ariie,) How 
well the old rogue understands the trap ! 

{E^t ft.H, ; Clerk crostee the Utige emd exit UB,) 

P&R. A conspiracy! — against the life! — ^horrible! Ber- 
nard's friend, then, was not alarmed without reason ; and 
UuSy no doubt, is the cause of his own dcgection and adsange 
conduct He has written to the First Consul, too— -I hope 
merely to warn, not to denounce a fellow-creature ! it 
would break my heart if he, or anybody I loved or esteraoed, 
should become accessory to the arrest— periupSi die execu- 
tion of his brother worm, however guilty ! 

{Re-enter 2nd Clerk and four Gem^d'armes with JuLSS de 

Crussac prisoner, L.H.) 

But here is the unfortunate man ; I trust I may be wiade the 
humble instrument of his preservation. 

2nd Cl. ( To Gene^cnrmee.) The Citizen Perrin will tnterm- 
gate the prisoner. {^Makee iigne to them^^two exeunt hypMk 
door, and two retire with Clerk by the one leading to the Muneter'e 
apartmenis.) 

Ju. {Obeertfing Perrin.) What do I see?— 4hat roan 
again ! He was at Bernard's yesterday morning; and dmed 
at the Cadran Bleu. Tis clear, Bernard has sold me ; he is 
connected with the police. Well, well ; my Asath will be 
avenged ; my comrades are still at Uberty, and reeohped ; and 
in less than an hour ! 

Per« (uddde,) He seems much agitated. Let me hasten 
to commence my mission of mercy ! it is befitting a Hihiistw 
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of peace! {Approadiini/.) Can Jt b« possible? — the young 
man I saw yeatenUy ! 

Jul. (Ironically.) You must be much aatonished certwnly! 

Per. ( iupii^ Mm handii.) Alack! alack I my dear young 

IHend! '■— ■'' *' • — -f this? 1 «m ahocked— 

dreadfully t 

Ju. O' ly to appear so. Go on, 

«r ; cond Batiao ; ackaowledge that 

ihe Govei e ; and sa lead me 1o — 

Pkb. I — I will acknowledge no 

such thing i le very reverse of tyran- 

nical, 03 1 trust to ; :l. 1 have l>een a sufferer 

myself, it is true, by one of its acts, but still — 

Ju. Of course ; and you are as discontented as I am. 

Per. Xot at all — you wont bear me. I was diacootented 
once— rather so, I confess — but since I have been in t^&ce^ 
nnce I have had an insight into the paternal — 

Jv. (Innioalfy.) In office ! — a moat honourable appoint- 
ment, truly. 

Per. It is so; I feel it deeply ; and my duty is as sweet 
as it is solemn. Hear me, mistaken boy ! (Snenfy.) Can 
it be possible that you have once reflected ufoa the dreadiui 
crime you were about to commit? Have you ever imagined 
what the weight of a murder would have been upon your 
yoimg heart? You would shed (he blood of a fellow 
creature — wherefiHe ? Even if he were guil^, who roade 
you his judge ? The rulera of the earth, clothed in all the 
Boncti^ of the law, tremble as they strike ; and the Maker 
of the earth — forgives 1 

Jn. (Moved.') This language — 

Per, I know what you will answer. You will quote 
histoi? — you will talk of Brutus. My child — my child I— a 
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crime it always a crime, dignify it by what name you w3L 
And say that you were justified, and that yon had succeeded 
— >would you plunge France again into anarchy ?— -risk your 
own life? (MoffemetU rfJvLBM.) Oh, I know you are brave — 
that you fear not death ; but, have you none who fear foryou 
. — no kindred—- no mother ? 

Ju. (j^ffeded,) Mother! Yes, yes! My poor mother, 
perhaps ! {DoAcm a tear from kU cheek.) 

Pbe. (Seizing ki$ hand rapidity.) Ah ! your tears flow at 
that sacred name ! Your mother, then — that mother — who 
lives but in you! — would you condemn her to eternal 
misery — to eternal disgrace — to be pointed at as the parent 
of a traitor— of a murderer ! No, no ; I see you would not ; 
your heart is softened ; you will renounce for ever such 
frightful designs ; you will live to be a blessing to her, and 
an honour to your country ! 

Ju. (Covering his face with his hands,) It is now too late— 

Pbb. Not so ; it is never too late to repent ; and that 
government which you have thoughtlessly called tyran* 
nical— that government which you would have overturned— 
has empowered me, its unworthy agent, to prove to you 
its mercy — its affection. Go, my son, go to your dear 
mother — her happiness is in pledge for your honour — I feel 
assured you will not forfeit it. 

Ju. Am I awake ? Go ! Quit this place ! How ? 

Per. How ? Why, by the door, to be sure. 

Ju. But those guards — those people. 

Per. I understand — you would not like to be seen. 
Well; I can enter into your feelings — af^ having been 
brought in like a criminal— there is a door here for ^'secret 
service'* — three or four bteps, and you are immediately in 

E 
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Ihe street without eye witnesses. {Opens the lecrel jMittl.) 
Go ; and an old man'd blessing be with you! 

Jc. (Aiide.) It were madness tn hesitate. (Aloud.') Adieu, 

sir ; and believe me greteful. (Aside.) I may yet be in time. 

(E:nt Jvh^ — Pekrin clones iJie door.) 

Per. Be joyful) Perrin ! Tliou baa restored a child to 
the arms of its parent ! How delicious the task, when duty 
goes hand in hai)d with inclination ! 

(EnUr three GES-D'ARMKS,p(/»/i%i/lBEIlNAKD,/;/foui«i 

£;y Thebbgb, l.d.d.) 

Tub. Don't hurt him, good citixeii ! He is innocent; t 
am sure he is innocent. 

Bkr. Don't be alarmed, Th^rese; they shall soon find I 
am no traitor. 

Per. Bernard ! 

The. He is arrested, uncle. 

Per. Arrested ! 

Beb. Aye, u a conspirator. 

Per. Impossible! There must be some mistake— you 
are known to be my friend; and your safety was to be 
especially cared for. Some enemy has done this— some 
villain informed against him. 

{^EinttT DbSAUNAIS, B.H.D.) 

Des. Well, Perrin ? 

PfcB. My dear sir, they have arrested Bernard. 

Des. Bravo I 

Per. Bravo! What do you mean by bravo? It's a 
eheme — an indignity ! Who caused him to be taken ? 

Des. Who caused him? Why you, to be sure; and 
very properly and cleverly you managed it. 
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Pbb. I! 

BfiB. Yon, MoDsieur PerriD, you ! 

The. You, ancle, you? 

Per. What do you mean ? Leave me alone. I cause 
his arrest— -as a conspirator ? 

Dbs. You and your niece between you. 

The. Me! 

Ber. Th^rese ! 

Dbs. Why, didn't you give me his descripdou yourselves, 
How else could I have known ? 

Per. Description — yes — to find him out — to send him 
home safely — to — to— biit here comes Joseph — my dear 
little Joseph — and we shall see. 

{Enter Fouche.) 

Fou. My dear Joseph— one word, if you please. 

Fon. In a moment — but a most important afiiur! (TV 
Des.) This man. {^Pointing to Ber.) 

Dbs. Is Bernard, the writer of the letter ? 

Per. Its about him that I — 

Fou. Silence for one moment ! 

Per. But— 

Dbs. Silence! 

Fou. (To Ber.^ S0| young man, I feared it would come 
to this! — ^Evil communications!" — Is that your hand- 
writing ? ( Shewing the ktter. ) 

Ber. It is. 

Fou. You would approach the First Consul? 

Ber. I would. 

Fou. You knew that there existed a conspiracy against 
him? 
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1 


Bm. 


I did. 






Fou. 


And you 


area member of it? 


^^^^1 


Bgb. 


Me! 




^^^H 


Thb. 


No! no! 




-^^^^ 


Pbr. 


My dear 


Joseph ! — if you will but let nie^-- 


1 


Foe. 


Silence, ] 


1 insist ! 




D&SAU. SUence! {PuJiet him into a chair.) 


' 


Fou. 


Can you 


dare to deny it ? Did I not find 


you yes- 


terday j 


morning ir 


1 secret conference n-ith the fram 


erof the 


plot? 






J 


Beb. 


'Till true. 


— 




Thb. 


Tnie! 




! 


_ Fou. 


And in 


the evening you were at tiie 


Cadran- 



bleu. 

Bes. I was so; and, on quitting it, I wrote tlwt letter 
to my old Oenentl. I would have seen him alone : I cenld 
have saved Mm without betraying a &ieiid~-« bene&ctor — 
at least, I hope so. Buonaparte i^ a soldier, and a man of 
honour, and would have comprehended my ailcsice— yoo — 
you cannot. 

FoD. Tou know the conspirators personally : oama them, 
and point out their haunts. 

Bbb. I will be torn in pieces first ! 

Thb. Bernard! 

Pis. JoB^h ! my dear Joseph ! I must speak — 

Dksad. (roFoucHK.) Coofiiont him with the other pii- 



Foc. I mean it Produce him. 

Dbsad. (ToPerrin.) Produce the other prisoner. 

Per. What other prisoner ? 

Des. The conspirator you have interrogated. 
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Per. He — ^he acknowledged his guilt, and repented. 

Dbsau. So mach the better. Produce him. 

Per. Produce him ! — he's gone. 

Desau. Gone ! gone where ? 

Per. Back to his mother — to his family. He will oflknd 
no more. 

Dbsau. You have set him at liberty ? 

Per. As you told me — I let him out quietly by that 
door. 

Dbsau. Distraction! We are lost — ^ruined! 

Fou. What does this mean ? 

Dbsau. He has aided the escape of the prisoner — the 
chief of the conspiracy ! He is one of the band. 

Per. Are you all mad ? Didn't you tell me — if I was 
satisfied with his answers — ? 

Desau. Wretch ! you have ruined France ! 

Per. Ruined France ! This morning you told me I'd 
saved it ! You had better tell me I can move France with 
my little finger ! 

Fou. Come, we must act, not talk. (To Genntmrmei.) 
To horse, all of you : and form in the oonrt-yard ! {Egemni 
Geiudarmei, — To Des.) My carriage instantly ! 

Dbsau. (At the door,) The Minister's carriage ! 

{Enter Ut Gerk wUh a paper for Des.) 

Fou. ( To Ber.^ Young man, you must with me. You 
shall see the Consul — he is about to mount for the review. 

Desau. For the review ! then fly, sir I for it is as he issues 
firom the gate that they are to surround him with petitioos ; 
see ! — the further confession of Chapotel — 

Fou. Come ! {DiUawt JkmrM — Shouts and dimAiuye of 




artUkty.) Aii ! he is in (lie Sqiinre '. Ita all over '. — wc arc 
too late ! ( General iileiu:r, and dumay.) 

(Enter a Servant with a letUr, L.H.) 

■ 8a». F« *»•- "■'^ " — =- 

Pnu Fo D 

Skr. a man \ Ci who disappeared inline- 

diatelj. 

DlB. (Snalcliinff i in commuiiicalioii with 

Aen ! I said ao. the letter and yirai^ U Ui 

FOD«H£.) 

Foo. Signed, " Jules de Crussac." 

Dv- Proof I — proof! 

Fou. {^Readtiy.) "Sib, — ^Although I was in yonr power, 
my project could not have iailed; my comradw wen at 
liberty and resolved — ^but the noble and generous conduct of 
the Oovernment towards as has conquered. We have •b^- 
doned our design ; and, ere you receive this, we ahall have 
quitted Paris." 

All. He is saved ! 

Ber. My dear General ! 

Fou. (CWinwif^.)" Adieu, fflr; Iregretthatamanofyour 
character should follow such a profestdon. But I am boood 
to confess, that if the Minister employed only such agents as 
yourself, the poUce would become popular, and conqnracy 
be unheard of!" 

Feb. What does be mean? Such a profession! What 
does he mean ? 

Fou. How ! my dear Peirin, is it to you, after all, that 
we are indebted ? 

Deb. Astonishing genius ! I said from tlic first — 
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Per. What ! IVe saved France again, I suppose. Will 
anybody explain this ? This letter can't be to me— or if— - 
{Looking at the address.) ** Citizen Perrin — Secret Agent of 
Police !" 

The. Of Police! 

Bbr. Secret Agent ! What ! you — a spy ? — a — 

Per. a spy !— me? Powers of mercy !— Joseph !— Cili- 
sen Delochez ! 

Deb. Why, my good sir, have I not paid you for — 

Fou. How is this ? Desaunais, you have misunderstood 
me, surely. How have you employed him? 

Des. In the regular way, of course. 

Fou. Blockhead ! — a respectable man like this. But 
perhaps I have been alone to blame: I should have been 
more explicit. My dear Perrin, (to Perrin, who has sunk 
in a (hairy overcome by anger and shame^) I ask your 
pardon sincerely. I never intended — ^but in the hurry of 
the moment — you were impatient yourself, remember — ^you 
would be employed on the instant — in any way. 

Per. (Rising much agitated.) Yes — I would have done 
anything ! I would have sw^ept your floors — ^blacked your 
ahoes — anything, however humble, that an honest man might 
have done without a blush ; but to brand with the name of 
a spy — a common informer — the brow that is white with 
sixty-eight winters ! 

Fou. My old friend. 

Per. Friend! No — ^you are no longer either friend or 
roaster of mine ! There — there are the wages of shame ! 
(Flinging the money on the floor.) Thank Providence I have 
not spent them ; and still more, that my conscience acquits 
me of having earned them ! 
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repair cvctj thing. I c 



I unfurtiinale mistake : but 1 can 



Foil. But hear n 



gfrom 



Pen. N' iin<r- I t^H vou I — I will take nothing fi 

ir B curacy in Normandy ? 



Fol:. 



I this morning: and your 
u accuse — whom you di»- 
tor wBDtetl a place. Hew 
e, the niiiiisler of public 



Pkk. t t'i 

FotT. Tov vwi was ei 

friend, Joeepb Fonciid, — whom 
own, — did Dot forget that his oh 
is a paper just signed by Po 
worship. 

Per. (Looking at il.) My nomination! — Joseph! — My 
JiltJe village '. — my dear paribliiouers ! — 1 shall see them 
again ! Ah, Jooepb, nothing lev than thie could hav»— I 
fbi^ve you— -I forgive you ; but you have given me, a groat 
deal of pwD. 

Thk. My uncle-r-my dear unde! (He a ittmcm i«r.) 

Beb. And me too. 

Peb. (Embraeiiig liitm both.) My dear, dear chfldrai. (7% 
FoucHK.) He ia free — is he not? (PoMftny le BsM.) 

Foe. Certainly ; and a small pension which I will obtain 
for the aoldier of Arcole — 

Pek. Elh— nol Wdl,yes — forhim; butnothlngjnorelbr 
me. I am content with my old curacy — my (dd cottage— 
my old church — and (to tht amtHence) my old friends ! Are 
they contmit with me ? I hope they will aay " Yes ;" not 
■0 much for myself, but just to render thooe for whom 1 
have laboured, and for whom, privaUljf, I am much inter- 
ested, a 
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INTRODUCTION. 



The Wandering Minstrsl has now been played, unin- 
terruptedly, for upwards of seventy nights— « success, I 
can only attribute, to the exertions of the various 
and gentlemen engaged in the Piece, to all of whom I 
pectfully tender my grateful acknowledgement— -more par- 
ticularly to Mr. Mitchell, for his admirable personation 
of the Minstrel: Orpheus was nothing to him — Mr. 0. 
moved only the rocks and trees, but Mr. M. agitated die 
whole house:— nor can I allow the present opportunity to 
pass without returning special thanks to Mr. Hughes whose 
microscopic abilities have rendered the originally insignifi- 
cant character of Mr. Crincum so conspicuous a feature 




1NTB00UCTION. 

in the iiiece: — of Mrs. Brindal, I feel myself buiind 
to make honorRbte mention, fur the very spirited manDer 
in which she enacted the unamtable Mrs. C. — a performance 



only, to be thoroughly 
mywlf, know how dii 
naturml one. I tun 
whoM voice — not to' 
Caiol, lo good a standing v 



ed by those who, like 
racter is oppoaed to her 
indebted to Miu Crisp, 
B, ha« given to Herbert 
public. 



As regards the writing of the piece, tbe only excuse 1 
can ofibr for all defects, is — that it is the production of 
what the Law is facetiously pleased to term — an Ikmnt. 



THE WANDERING MINSTREL. 



ACT I.— SCENE I. 

An Apartment in Mr. Crikcum's house^'^ table in the 
background with breakfast things laid^ a newspaper 
hanging over the hack of one of the chairs. 

Enter Julia and Mrs. Crincum, r. h. 

Mrs. C. I tell you, Julia, had you the eloquence of De- 
mosthenes combined with the lungs of Boreas you might 
talk yourself out of breath and argument before I would 
consent to the match. — Are yoii aware Mr. CaroFs father was 
an attorney? 

Julia. Well !— and is not an attorney a gentleman by act 
of parliament ? 

Mrs. C. Yes ! — and by act of parliament (mly— certainly 
never by any act of his own — the very " Grent, one, to." 
after an attorney's name proves how bad the portrait is since 
it requires the title to be tacked to its tail. 

Julia. But, Herbert, my dear aunt, inherits only the 
money and not the nature— the specie without the species of 
his father. 
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Mrs. V. Well ! — be he us rich and as liberiil wilhat 
jaa pl«a<ie, tlie bloott of the Crincunis shall never be diluted J 
with the wash that flows in the veins of the Carols — but! 
what else could be cxiiected from a hard hearted attoroejr^l 



'et blood froni b. 
17 B that makes ihc niao. 
nily, not the fortune— ] i 
at flesh is preferable to J 

m, but 1 hold— 

I your tongue. 

to be Bo hasty in yotir 

lo obtain his whole petli- 



like the father — it's imjwssib' 

JvLtA. Dut It's money at 

Hb8. C. In it is t 

confen 1 think 
money. 

JOLU, That may be your 

Mas. C. You hold indeed- 

JutiiA. But let me beg yoi 
judgment of Herbert — I'll prt 
gree, and who knows but that he may yet turn out the scion 
of some illuBtrioua house. 

Mrs. C. Of some public-house more likely — hold your 
tongue, misB ! — your conduct was bad enough before, but 
now, it is abandoned. 

Julia. Well, I should say, the sooner bad conduct was 

nbuidoned, the better — but here comes uncle. {CroBset to b.h. 

Enter Mr. Chincum, R. n. 

Mrb. C. So, you've found your way down at last, have 
you, Mr. C. « 

Mb. C. I hope I have not kept you waiting, my dear ? 

Mrs. C. Yes, you have kept me waiting, my dear — here's 
all the breakfast as cold as one's ancestors. 

Mr. C. Indeed, my love ! I'm very sorry ! ( They ail dorm 
tobrealcfaat.) Come, Julia, dear! — heyday! what's the mat- 
ter here ! — what are you and your aunt cool as well as the 
breakfast ? — quarrelling again, eh ? — 'Pon my life this house 
is a perfect college for dissension — and you, Mrs. C, you are 
senior wrangler. 
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Mrs. C. Now I'll put it to you, Mr. C. — ^you are a man 
of sound sense and discretion — a man whose only care, 
through life, has been the happiness of his niece — a man— 

{Helps him to butter, 

Mr. C. There's quite enough butter, thankye, my dear. 

Mrs. C. I put it to you, Mr. C. — if you had a pipe of 
fine old port, would you think of adulterating it with sloe 
juice?— ^re you attending, Mr. C. ? — would you, I say, sacri- 
fice the quality merely to gain a little in quantity? 

Mr. C. Most unquestionably not, my love. 

Mrs. C. Then that's exactly my argument with regard to 
young Mr. Carol. 

Mr. C. What ! the old story, eh ?— but we'll talk of that 
another time — let us see what the news is, ( Takes up the 
paper and reads,) ** Fashionable intelligence'' " A regular 
Flare up" — "Marriages'* "Amusements for the wedi" 
" Pugilism '—" Theatre Royal, Drury Lane, Hamlet" " Hor- 
rible murder" — ** Paganini's Concert" " Extraordinary 
charge" — eh ! what's all this about ? {Looking up the paper.) 
why there's no head to this article — oh ! I see !— it's one of 
the parliamentary speeches, and they certainly don't require 
any. 

Mrs. C. Pooh ! can't you find something more amusing 
than that to read ! — give me the paper. {Takes it and looks 
over it,) I always look for the murders, crim cons. 6tc.— 
eh ! what do I see — well, now this is delightful. 

Julia. Read it out, aunt, pray. 

Mrs. C. " Is expected every day." How I long to see the 
dear. 

Mr. C. And who may this dear of your*8 be? 

Mrs. C. " Apollo"— ah, ** music hath charms to soothe 
the savage breast" — are you attending, Mr. C— do you h(^^ 
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me, I Boy? (Jteatls.) " We understand a liet is on the 
fa/tig, between two persons of distinction, that a well known 
musical nobleman, will collect a certain sum of money by 
travelling through the countrj, under the disguise of aWan- 
dering Minstrel, the titled votary of Apullo ia now on his 
toura, and invariably experiences e kindest receptions from 
the gentry of the different towns ht visits, it being eaay to 
perceive from his noble air and i 'tly demeanour that his 
character ia assumed — he ia now j-jrnejing towards Worth- 
ing, where he is expected every ." What do you think 
of that, Mr. C. ? 

Mr. C. Why I think the fi "s u pretty vagabond who- 

Mrs. C. Pshaw ! doesn't the paper say he is a nobleman 
in disguise — but your soul was ever dead to romance. 

Mr. C. Romance ! — fiddlestick ! — where's the romance, 
I should like to know, in a fellow's rendering hiiuBelf 
amenable to the vagrant act ? 

Mrs. C. I declare, Mr. C, your ideas are as ancient as 
your face — haven't you heard he's a nobleman trying to col- 
lect a certain sum of money, under the disguise of a Wan- 
dering Minstrel 1 

Mr. C. Well! then, he ought to be indicted for obtaining 
money under false pretences ! — and, if I had my way, he 
should be, {They rise and comejhrirard. 

Mrs. C. If you had your way, indeed — oh, you poor 
weak old man — but I never intend you to have your way, 
Mr. C. — no, no, the conduct you must adopt ia directly 
you hear of hia arrival, to go yourself and place your 
houae at his service. 

Mr. C. And have him continually caterwauling under 
my roof ! — not if it was Apollo himself instead of thevotary. 
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Mm. C. You wont — wont you ? — but you shall, Mr. C. 

do you hear that, you shall— only imagine reading in the 
Court Journal that, *' Mr. Crincum was the distinguished 
host, at whose mansion the Wandering Minstrel was so hos- 
pitably entertained during his stay at Worthing." But he 
may be in the town at this very moment — ^why don*t you fly, 
Mr. C. — why don't you fly, I say ? — Julia, my dear, follow 
us ! who knows but that the dear creature might take a fancy 
to you !— your arm, Mr. C. lEa^euni l. h. 



SCENE II. 

The exterior of Mr. Crincum' 9 house. 

Enter Jsm Bags, r. h. (Playing the clar ionet very hadlyj 

JsM B. Veil ! now, that's what I calls werry tidy work ! 
two bobs and a tanner for seven doors isn't so bad, blow 
me ! — summat better this ere, than wending three yards of 
new favrite songs for a hapny — what miserable vork that 
was to be sure— I was always a crying about the streets 
** here you has 'em — here's one hundred and fifty new and 
pop'lar hairs for a hapny, here's — "Mary I believes thee 
true" " Hookey Valker "— " Giles Scroggins courted Molly 
Brown" " On the banks of the Blue Moselle"—" Barclay and 
Perkins' drayman" " He vas famed for deeds of harms"— 
His th^e a heart wot never lov*d" " The dandy dog*s meat 
man" — " If I had a donkey what vouldn't go" " Hover the 
hills and far avay" — " Oh, say not woman's love is bought" 
for the small charge of one hapny — and I dare say I might 
a been a following that are calling to this werry day — if it 
am*t a been for Bill Raven — " I never shall forget Bill Raven's 
a saying to me — says he — " I say, Jem Bags, vhy dosn'tyou 
take to the singing line" — " vhy," says I, " vhy coi, I sings 



18 



HE WAKDKRtKC MINVTHBL. 



vorser than an old tin tea kettle" — " Voreer" says he, "so 

iimeh the batterer — oh, yoiirn'a a helegant woice fur balltul 

singing ! a sartin fortune to any one, blow mc !" — " Jiat abow a 

light," says I, — '■ Veil, then," says he, " 1 means to says as 

bow if one, vith a woicelikeyour'n. was to strike up afore the 

houses — and. 'specially them ■ 

they'd vUlinglj give 8ix[ien™ *i 

says I — howsomdever, 1 1 

is a sartin fortun' — what' ud a ol 

much, — and I was right — what 

be sure ! — In a quiet place like 

to get rid on me ! directly I strin.™ 



; knockers tied i 
rid on ytiu" — " I twigs," 
■self, says I " if my woice 
arionet be as I can't play 
lly row it does kick up to 
e they'd give any thing 
out comes the sarviut 



witli tuppence or tliruppeiice and borders me to move on — 
"Don't you wish you may git it?" says I; " Move on for tup- 
pence or thruppence! Vhy does you tbink now I'm hintirely 
bignorant of the " valley" of peace and quietness ? — I never 
moves on under sixpence. " {Looking up at the house.) 
But they seems summat in the quiet vay here — I thiDks as 
bow they'd stand a shilling. 

{He sirtkeg up, takin)/ care to make all th^ noise possible, 
presently Mr. awrfMas. Crikcum, the former very much 
annoyed at the noise, enter from the house l. h. 

Jku B. I knew they couldn't stand that wery long. 

Mrs C. See there, Mr. C. *— there he is— there's the 
Wandering Minstrel !^-oh, the dear melodious creature. 

Jku B. She says I'm a hodious screecher — I sartinly must 
ax em a shilling ! 

Mrs. C. And now, Mr. C. you go and place your houseat 
tlie disposal of the titled votary of Apollo — assuring him 
your constant study shall be to endow it with all the com- 
fort of a home. 
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Jem B. Veil ! — if she isn't a talking about the comforts of 
a home— now, there am*t no one sets a higher '* foalley'' on the 
comforts of a home, than I does — I couldn't think of moving 
on under a shilling. 

Mrs. C. Why don't you do as I bid you, — ^why don't 
you stir yourself, Mr. C. ? 

Mr. C. What — ^make my house a home for such a vaga- 
bond as that ! better convert it into a refuge for the destitute 
at once— 

Mrs. C. To call him a vagabond ! was there ever such 
a lamentable want of discernment ! when it*s so easy to per- 
ceive his character is assumed ! oh — ^you poor blind old man, 
you ! {Courtseya to Jem,) I fear, Sir, unaccustomed as 
you are to your present mode of life, you must feel yourself 
rather fatigued. 

JsM B. {jiside.) She's a trying to get rid on me vith a 
bit of blarney ! but it von't do, Mrs. ! Fatigued, Marm ! 
-i-quite the contrary ! Fm as fresh as an oyster on the fifth 
of August ! Bless you ! I could keep all night at ibis ere ! 

{Painting to his eiarian^t. 

Mrs. C. The paper was very right — ^he certainly has all 
the air of the nobleman — 

JsM B. The hair of the nobleman, Marm— nothing like 
it, I can assure you ! that there was the hair of *' the dog*8 
meat man !" but the old gentleman there doesn't seem wery 
pleased. 

Mrs. C. I can assure you he is quite delighted, Sir^ 

Mr. C. No, I an't — no, I an't 

Mrs. C. Hold your tongue— or I'll send you to bed. 

Ikm B. Howsomdever Tm particlar easy to get rid on. 

{Hofds out his hand. 

Mrs. C. There, Mr. C, I knew you'd insult the gen- 
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tleman with your nonsense ! {To Jfm.) ButI trasl, Sir, we 
are not to shake handa just yet — belie^■e me, If there be a 
instrument to which Mr. C. and myself are more p»tial than 
another, it is the clarionet — 

Mr. C. No, it isn't — no, it isn't — 

Mrs. C. {Cheekitiff him.) .y wait till I get yoa 

alone, thafs all Mr. C. 

Jem B. Then the sooner I't the betttir ! 

Mna. C. But you will not !pi us thus abruptly, Sir, 
without even taking any re&eshi ? 

Jem B. Oh! if you're goinf tand suiuBiat, I'myout 

Mrs. Q. My house is nt your command, Sir — but first 
allow me to enquire under what name you are at present tra- 
velling? 

JxH B. Vhy, Marm, I answers to the name of Jem Bags 
tat Tant of a betterer. 

Mbs. C. Jem Bags! ha! ha! an excellent aohriqnet, ib- 
deed ! and your other name, I — 

Jem 6. Oh ! you means the name I in general goes by ? 

Mrs. C. Ah ! that I presume, neither love not money 
could tempt you to disclose^ 

JxH B. Vouldn't the J though ? I can't say nothing about 
the love — but just you fork out the brads, and see if they 
vont 

Mrs. C. Willingly would I give my purse to solve the 
mystery — 

Jem B. Vould you though! hand it here, Marm. 

(Mrs. Crincum taiceg purse out of Mr. C.'t pocktt. 

Mh. C. But I must beg you do not squander my money 
upon any such foolery, Mrs. C. 

Jem B. Pooh ! hold your tongue, old guy now— «nd 
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think yourself wery veil off I don^t take the love into the 
bargain. 

Mrs. C. There is the purse {Gives it,) and now the name 
by which you are more commonly known — is — 

JsM B. Is old Bags, Marm. 

Mb. C. Now, my dear, are you convinced ? 

Mrs. C. Yes, now I am convinced that he is indeed a 
nobleman in disguise — I recollect hearing Mr. Carol, the at- 
torney, say ^* old Bags '' was the name of a great lord ; 
I trust. Sir, you have every hope of being successful with 
your bet ! 

Jrm B. {Aside.) My Bet ! how should she know any- 
thing about Bet f — ^my intended, Betsy Bags, what is to be ! 
Successful, Marm! it won*t be long, now Tve got this ere 
purse, afore I has a better half. 

Mrs. C. Indeed ! It will not be many days before you 
have the better half! and yet your bet must be a good round 
one. 

JsM B. Vhy yes, Bet, sartinly, is rather roundish, Mann, 
but, bless your heart ! sich a figure ! the greatest vaist I 
ever seed. 

Mrs. C. Ah ! Sir, there I agree with you, bets certainly 
are the greatest waste possible ! a shameful extravagance ! 
If I am not presuming, Sir, how heavy may your bet run ? 

JsM B. How heavy, Marm! vhy, let me see a bout 
fourteen or fifteen stone — say 200 lbs. 

Mrs. C. Two hundred pounds. Sir ! 

Jbm B. Yes, that*8 about the cut, I think. 

Mrs. C. Oh ! that*s a mere trifle I 
Jem B. Is it, though ? 

Mrs. C. Now my thoughts. Sir, ran nearer two thou- 
sand. 
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Jem B. Two thousand [H3unde, Mann! \'hy. Daa Lam- 
bert never made that are. 

Mils. C. Dua Lotnbert ! Whom does lie meaa by Dan 
Lambert. Mr. C. ? 

Mh. C. I don't know Danny Lambert — 

Mrs. C. No! nor else. He's some great 

spotting character I ut, you must feel the 

want of some refreshmei 

Jkm B. Vhy, I Ban like a drop of heavy — 

Mm. C. a drop c » at'8 heavy, Mr. C.» 

Mh. C. I don't know — , ot any heavy. 

Mrs. C. We have somB lleiit light wines, Sir^- 

though I am afraid, we can offer you no heavy, 

Jem B. Bless you ! I'm not partielar to a shade. 
Mrs. C. gioeg her arm to Jem Bags and leadt him to the 

door of her house which Mr, C. has closed — Mrs, C. 

pushes him aside and goes off reith Jem who exclaims 

" my heyeSy here's a go." 

Mr. C, {Solus.) Well ! thus it is when an old man for- 
gets himself and marries a young wife ; it's ten to one but she 
follows bis example and forgets him, too ; my wife'a voice 
was shrill enough before, there was no need of the clarionet 
for an accomi>animent ! A Wandering Minstrel ! and a lord ! 
A pretty lord ! the Lord knows who ! however, if he be a 
lord, he support* the character of a blackguard with a great 
deal of spirit, [^Exit Mr. Crineum. 

SCENE III. 
./i Drawing Room, Table, Chairs, Sfc. ^e, 
Enter Psooy showing in Jeu Bags l. h. 
Pso. Will you look this way, if you please, Sir? 
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Jbm B. Bless you ! when there's a pretty girl to he seed, 
I don't want axing to look that way— «h ! I sees — you does*nt 
know Jem Bags i 

Peg. Jem Bags ! what ! him as used to go crying of hal- 
lads i indeed, hut I do though ! 

Jem B. You does ! let me examine you — vhy, blow me, 
if it arn't Peg ! — the wery Peg as I used to hang my affec- 
tions on ! 

Peg. But how comes it, Jem, you've given up a crying 
them ere ballads ? 

Jem B. Vhy, you sees, they writes such stuff now adays 
for sentimental ballads, they actually am't vorth vhile cry- 
ing about — and so as I could do nothing in that there vay^ 

Peg. You comed down here to see if you couldn't do 
Master and Missus by a passing yourself off for a nobleman. 

Jem B. Come out of the cart, now ! — ^I pass myself off 
for a nobleman !— do you think I'd make such a thorough 
blackguard of myself as that^ 

Peg. Why, hasn't you been making Missus believe you're 
the handsome Wandering Minstrel what's a travelling through 
the country for a wager ? 

Jem B. I make your Missus believe I was the handsome 
Wandering Minstrel ! — ^why I am't got the face to doit ! But 
only to think of my being taken for a lord ! howsomdevery 
since it is so, you know, I shall embrace the opportunity— 

Peg. Well ! I should have thought you might have found 
something better than that to embrace. 

Jem B. Ah ! I'm fly !— its the vay with all the gals di- 
rectly they sets eyes on me— they're never heasy — ^but bless 
her little heart ! she shall have a kiss. 

{He takes hold of her hand 

Peg. No, but she won't now. 
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(.vAr siHife/ien Atr hand UKaij — rnna round tlir ulnf/e uml 

^xit L. H, — JemfolloTcs her and goes violently into the 

units of Aim. C'riticuniwhoiiiaiterinffmtkMr. C l. h. 

Mr. C. Halloa, Sir! what are jou after? 

Jeji B. Whiil am I arter, old gemmen ? now I dare say, 
you thinks I was arter that there sarvint of jour'n* 

Mits. C It was too plain, Sir! and I must say, it sur- 
prizes me to Hee a gentleman of your ranis let himsell' down 
in such a way, 

Jkm B. Lawks, Marni ! there wasn't no letting down in 
the case ! quite the contrary ! I was a keeping Up my cha- 
racter; you see, Mar'm, ve vandering minstrels is so famDUs 
for running arter the gals, that one is hobligated to do it, 
vhether he Iikea it or not — 

Mrs. C. True, Sir, Iforgot — there.MrC, don't you bear, 
he acknowledges himself to be the Wandering Minstrel — 
don't you hear, Mr. C. ? I came, Sir, to say — we purpose 
having a small concert this evening, and to b^ that we may 
be allowed the valuable aid of your musical abilities. 

Jbu B. My musical abilities — ha! ha! My clarionet is 
at your sarvice, Mar'm. 

Mh8. C. Ah ! Sir, I knew we might count upon your ac- 
quiescence, I have desired the leader to wait your instmct- 
ions about the musio^ 

Jbh. {Aside.) Vait my instructions ! then, hang me, if 
I don't think, he will have to viut a precious long time! 

Mrs. C. You will find him, I believe. Sir, a gentlenuD 
of some skill — but here he is to speak for himself. 
Enter Twbbdls, l. h. 

Mb. C. Mr. Tweedle— the— 

Mrs. C. {Pushinff Mr. C. aside.) Mr. Tweedle — that is 
the real Wandering Minstrel. 
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(ifr. and Mm, C retire up, Tfveedie batv9 — Jem touches 
his hat^^they advance and shake hands, 

Jbm B. How are you— are you hearty ? 

TwxsD. I am delighted, Sir, to have the honor of meet- 
ing a gentleman whose musical talents promise so much. 

JsM B. {Aside.) They may promise a great deal — ^hut 
hang me ! if they don't perform very little ! 

TwBSD. Respecting the selection of music for this even- 
ing—what school do you prefer? 

Jbm B. What school ! {Aside,) Blow me, if I was ever 
inside on one ! hut I must not let him know nothing about 
that. Vhy, I thinks as how, the Parish School is a pretty 
tidy un. 

TwBBD. The Paris School— Aye, Sir, France, certainly 
contains some very excellent masters, Auber— Hertz— 

Jbm B. {Aside,) Auber hurts ! What does he mean by 
Auber hurts ? Oh ! I see— old Auber must be the chap vot 
flogs the boys at that there School ! Auber hurts ! I believe 
you, he just does hurt ! Lawks ! how he used to make me 
sing out, to be sure ! 

TwBBD. Used to make you sing out, did he, Sir f a plan 
I always adopt myself — throw the voice well out from the 
chest— excellent exercise. Sir ! 

Jbm B. You may say that, old chap ! blees you ! old 
Auber used only to give it us for the exercise— the doctors 
used to recommend it. 

TwBBD. Certainly, Sir, Dr. Ame— 

Jbm B. Ah ! I didn't know his name— - 

TwBBD. And many other eqnally eminent professors did 
so— pray, Sir, what may be your opinion of the Doctor's 
compositions ? 
Jbm B. {Makes a face ejtpressive of disgust,) Why, 




my opinion ie, the doctor's compOBitions is nil werry filthy 
stuff. 

Tweed. Filthy stuff! indeed. Sir! but you surely would 
not apply so harsh a t«mi to all the doctor's works — do you 
consider his Artaxerxes? 

Jbu B. CoQBider he's artei 

Tweed. Artaxerxes, Sir. 

Jem 1). In course, I does — i sidershe's arter Xerxes, 
and arter every body else, too. 

TwEKii. Then, Sir, since jo not seem to approve of 

the doctor's workx, what may iir opinion of Bishop's * 

Jem B. Of bishops, (,:/«(«(-./ neli, if he isn't a going 
to politics ; now — howBomdever, so long as he lighla shy of 
thnt imisical work, I doesn't mind — what does I think of 
hisbopB — why, I thinks, they're juatasbad, if notworserer, 
than doctors. 

Tweed. Indeed, Sir! perhaps you are no admirer of the 
English style— may be, you do not approve of " The Sea! 
The Sea! " of Neiikomn? 

Jeu B. Didn't I say, I vouldn't have nothing to say about 
bishops — wbere's the use, then, of talking to me about the 
Bee of Neukomn? I tell you, I don't want nothing to do 
with tlie see of Neiikomn, or the see of Durham, either. 

TwEKu. The Sea of Durham ! I never recollect bearing it. 

Jem B, But a great many people does, though. 

Tweed. Well, Sir, since nothing English aeema to please 
you, what may you think of Paganini ? 

Jem B. What ninny? 

Tweed. Paganini, Sir ! the great violinist who haa lately 
drawn such large houses with his one string — what may b» 
your opinion of his powers? 

Jem B. Why, my opinion is that his powers mast be 
wery great, if he draws a house with one string. 
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TwBBD. Truly, Sir, and as a harpist, what think you of 
Bo8cha*8 science? 

Jbm B. Boxers* science! now you We just hit it! your 
hoxers, I thinks, is one of the prettiest sciences going, and 
if you've a mind for any thing in that there way— why I'm 
your man. {Squares at Tweedle — Mr, and Mrs, C. come 
damn and push Tweedle off—^xit Tweedle h. h. 

Mr. C. Really, this hehaviour surpasses every thing, 
Sir, the lowest vagabond would beat you— 

Jbm B. Beat me ! would he ? just you come and try old 
chap, and see how I would pununel that there ugly face of 
your'n. 
{Jem Bays and Mr. C, square at each other ^ Mrs, C, 

interposes. 

Mr. C. You impudent scoundrel ! 

Mrs. C. I beg you'll keep your temper, Mr. C. 

Jbm B. Keep his temper! well! I think, the sooner he 
loses such a temper, the better ! 

Mrs. C. ( Coaxingly, ) Let us leave him to himself, for 
a while, my dear— at present, you perceive, he is rather ex- 
cited ; I will go and see after the gentleman's refreshment — 
now, pray don*t exasperate the gentleman, Mr. C. 

[Exit Mrs, C, l. «. 

Mr. C. I won't, my dear. 

' {Crincum squares at Jem and then runs off, 

Jbm B. Go along with you, you old fool, you! that 
chap*s a regular human wen— nothing more nor a lump. of 
superfluous flesh upon the face of natur. 

Enter Pbooy slily, 

Pbg. Whist, Jem ! is any one with you? 

Jbm B. Any one with me ! no, they vas all agin me ! 

Pbg. Against you ! what for ? why you am't a been for- 
getting yourself— ^ve you, Jem ? 
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Jem B. Forgetting myself! never fear, Pegg)' ! I thinks 
ii great (IphI (oo much of myself, to do that. 

Pkg. And CO I do ! la ! all tlie time you've been awa^ — 
I never done nothjiig but remember how happy I was when 
firet yon made overtures to me. 

Jem B. Well ! if aY\e ar c mad a4 well as Llie rest 

on em ! I tell you, I doii't kno thing about music. 

Piiii. Who was a talking ol ic, pray ? 

Jem B, Why. you! didn't iay, I made overtures j 

Peu. Lord, bleaa your innoci >>. 

Jem B. Veil I hope he v 

Pkv,. Making overtures n..~. edging your love. 

Jem B. Pledging your love ! vhy, they vouldn't lend vou 
nothing on it. 

Peg. Pshaw ! it means popping the question — 

Jem B. Popping! — in course,, it does — arn't pledging 
and popping all the same? 

Peg. Well then, I mean when you used to come a court- 
ing of me; don't you remember our nice trips to Bagoigge 
Wells* 

JxH B. Yes, and don't you remember my calling for two 
teas and a pot of heavy ? — and hadn't got no blunt, and I was 
obligated to leave my handkerchief until Monday — and don't 
you remember the dances we used to have ? — don't I ? — and 
the tune too — this was it, 

(^Tkey go off into a jiff— Jem accompanying on the cla- 
rionet, — In the middle of mhich a servant enlera with 

refreshment, which Jem in the heat of his merriment 

upsets — Jem and Peggy run off. — Servant picks up 

the piece g, pockets the cakes and exit. 



» 



SCENE IV. 

A romaniie retreai. 

Enter Julia, r. h. 

Julia. This is the hour Herhert appointed—and yet no 
signs of him ; would I could hear his guitar ! 

SONG.— Julia 

Tke tim'f d jing fait, 

In his blood bathed he liet ; 
And eTe with her clondt 

'Gini to ihadow the ikiet. 
But, hath ! that music ftealiof 
Sweetly to me revealing — 

'Tis my tme loTe'i goitar 
La, la, la, la, la, la. 
Sing away, dearest lore. 

For, most sweet to me are 
The soft fidry-like notes 

Of thy plaintive goitar. 

The son's dying Cut — 

The fiur moon leaves her bed ; 
The lily o'er cast 

I>roops, with envy, her head ; 
But, hash ! that step betraying— 
Hither, some foot is straying, 
'Tis my love, ftt>m afar. 
La, la, la, la, la, la. 
Horry on, dearest love — 

For, though sweet's thy goitar. 
The dear sound of thy step 

Is to me sweeter fkr. 

Enter Hsrbsrt Carol, l. h. 
Hbrb. Ah, Jvlia, my dear! what! beautiful and smiling 



30 THS WANilEHIN 

aa ever, i-h T uo wonder nt my dying of love for ytm ! would 
not «ich bewitching amiles kill any man .' 1 declfire oae 
might well »Hy of you, what Shitkeapeure says of KicbArd — 
"You cwi smile and nntrder while you smile." 

JOLiA. But 1 fear all our xmilM ^*il) soon be at an end ; 
my annt nill not listen tt esses, and has forbidden 

my leang yc ^" 

Rbrb. V 

Julia, I have i .agem — my aunt give« a 

concert this evening, in hone i fellow whom she luts 

found ■trolling about the '-'' id whom she calls " the 

Wandering Minstrel, "1 ,1 nm convinced, is not 

the fact ; nuw, if you (;ould only obtain admission to the 
house, disguised as the real wanderer — I think, two or three 
songs on your guitar would be certain to gain her consent — 

Hbrb, And you really imagine you are to be bought for 
a song? do you? however, there is no harm in trying — 
what think you if I sing my ballad of Gaston and Isabelle, 
listen — 

SONG.— Herbert. 

To war aKainet tbc inSdcl 
A11chriati>D knighti tbciramu preparf. 

And GastnD Uavri fair laabel 
The danger of the fray lo share. 

Liatye. lady, list to the tAle I'll lell 

or CasUia the brave aad the fair lubel. 

Yvars pats— and Jet'tio liillDgt letl 

The rule of her beloved young kaight, 
BuL now Lhey suundlhe parsing kuell 

or brave ouej< fallcu iu tlic fiRhL 
T,i>( ye. lady, liil lo the talc I tell, 

Dh I broken hearted died pnyr Isabel ! 



IING UINSTRKI.. 



'Tia niiilDi^bl and a djriDg ytO 






Wmp <ro, lad;. Veep Ibr the lalv t ipU 
or Ga>lDti Iha brave and tba fiiir lubeL 
Julia. That will do excellently. 
HiitB. Aad when does this said concert tnke placet 
Julia. Almost imniediatelv ! not a niomenl is to be lost ! 
m. hurry yon to your toUet. 

Hkrh. But you will grant me one kiiiit, ere I go, m an 
■ncoomgement ? 
JiM.iA. No! not one! 

Hbrb. Well ! then, I must e'en console myself with the 
one yon gave me, yeslerdny. 

Julia. The one I gave you ! the one you stole, yuu meun. 
Hina. Thutmay b^— but you know. Jnlia, the "rceeiv. 
•r of stolen goods is as bad as the thief. " 

lExeunt Julia h. u. Jlcrberl l. h. 



,4 grand Saloon — Mutidant in the background mth mu- 
fir fland» arranged brfore ihftn. Company, Ice di»eo- 
vered. 
■nli-r TwKEDLKrtwrf Julia — Mrs. Crikcl'm eandtiefintf 

Jkh Bags — Mr. C. follinFinif n. ii. 

Mils, C, Every thing is arrnnged. Sir, and only wnita 

jur comninnils, to commence our feast of Apollo. 

Jbm B. Feasi of Apollo! ah! Mann. 1 believe yon. 

dirwtly I strikes up with this here thiiig>tne-jig. (^Poini- 
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Wg to liis c/iirionet,) there will be a precious blow out 

Mrs. C. Mr. Tweedle, do you conduct the Wandering 
Hiiutre] to hia seat. 

Jill il. Thank'ye, Marm, I knows how to conduct my- 
sdf. ( Ttreed/e and Jem join the muai^ns — Jem taking 
his seal in the centre.) you, my reg'iara ? — now 

Uarm vot villyou have? i ' cryiwfhallcuh.) "Ere 

you has 'em here" — " Na ion" '■ I met her at the 

Fancy Fair" — " My love . e Red Red Rose" " D'ye 

call that nothing" — " The mi Swiss Boy" " Vhal a 

•hocking bad hat" — ■' Alice Gr, " Does you ever think 

of me, love" — " Poor Marian" '' Flare up" — " I have had 
a pint of Sherry" with " A goblet of Burgundy" — and all 
for the aniiill fhiirge of one penny" {^4side.) at tny old 
work, again, blow me! — what will you have, Mann? 

Mrs. C. Any thing, you please, Sir — consult younelf. 

Jem 6. Well, then, old Tweedle, I'm for " Barney 
Brallaghan " 

Twsin. Barney Brallaghan ! I am afraid it is not among 
our collection. Sir ! 

Jeu B. Now an't you a pretty kind of a chap, to set 
up yourself for a musicianer — and ar'n't got the overture of 
Barney Brallaghan. 

TwKBs. However, Sir, we'll do our best. 

Jkm B. And who axed you to do any more f {Point- 
ing to music before him.) Is this Barney Brallaghan 1 

TwBEn. No, Sir— 

Jeh B. Never mind, I can make Barney Brallaghan of it 
— now, then, my r^'lars — all at once, {They eommence 

playing— Jem Sags accompanying molt ditcordantlff 

letth his clarionet — .lifter the first or second bar, he 

filon-s in Tnreedle's ears — begins dancing — in the 
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eiiurtt of irkieh, Ac k'lekt doien tecfal of' the nni»ir 
ManiU and arallera mnttof the pfrfnrmcr»^-}ir dunf'f* 
iloirn til the /runt i>f thg tlage.) 

Enter Psaav, L. a. 
Jem B. What are you interrupting the coiisart for ? 
p£o. Please, Mann, here's a gentleman wishpa to se« you 
that calls himself the real Wandering Minstrel, and says Mr. 
Bags is only an impostor. 

Jbm B. {As'ule.) Biownie! if it isn't all over with mP, 
then — you're a nice harticle, an't you? vhen do you ex- 
pect to go to Bagntgge Veils to tea vith me agin ?— can't 
you get rid on him, no howf say, your Missus is out {In 
Mri. C.) It's all gammon, Marni. every vord on it— send 
for the beadle and have the vagabond taken up. 

Mk.1. C. First, let me judge whether his atory be totally 
without foundation — show liim up Peggy. 
Jrk B, What are you going to see him then. 
[Bjeil P^ggy — Herbert Carol it hrard linginff without. 
Enter Hbhsbrt Carol, l. h. d'ugturd at the fPanderin// 
Minttrgl. 
Jbm B. Do you call that chap n singer, Mami? vhy, I'll 
•oon show you he ar'n't got not no more ear for music, than 
ft costemonger's donkey ! 

Hkrg. I trust, Madam, I shall be able to conviut-e you 
of the error you have committed — and prove to you, which 
f>f llie two has the greater claim upon your hospitality. 

Mr. C. There, my dear, I always told ynu 1 could mm 
through that fellow. 

Jrm B. See throi^ch me I what a piercing pye ht- must 
have ! a rc^lar gimblet eye ! 

Mrh, C. Howe\-er, lo dissipate n'«rypoasibl« doubt, wo 



cid. 
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ike trial of your skill, on which Mr. Tweedle shall de- 1 
id Ihe reward of the winner shall be the hand of my / 
sayj-ou. Sir? 
Hbrb. Cheerfully, Madam, do I coiiaent. 



Bui, 



It y*i- 



Troubariour ! Minalwl dear ! 

ijhaU I evpr mtbee more — 
ShaU I U>l e'er again 

To my yuung Troubadour ? 

See ! from whenrF comri thai form — 

That DOW mores o'er Ihe plain— 
•Til the young Troubadour ! 

He'.athome. onoeagaio! 
Hark ! from whence comei thai wng — 

Whole hand vakci thoae fimd itringg 7 
'Til the joung Troubadour 

That 10 cheerhlly sings- 
Lady love ! never fear •. 

Lilt again lo the voice 
Of the young Troubadour. 

Mns. C. Beautiful, indeed 7 and'now, Mr. Ba^, let ns 
see whether you can equal BUch straine — surpass them — I an] 
convinced, no mortal can — remember, the hand of this dear 
girl is the prize. 

Jgh B. Dear girl! — I believes you, dearatnothin — how- 
Bomdever, here goes — silence, there! {Jem ainffs a verse of 
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a comic song eery discordantly^ at the conclusion of 

nrhichy Mrs, Crincum approaches hrm. 

Mrs. C. Thank you, Sir — that will do, we will not 
trouble you for any more — 

Jem B. Ah ! I knew I should vin in an instant. 

Mrs. C. The servant will show you the door. Sir. 

All. Aye, turn him out, turn him out. 

Jem B. Let me finish it ! — vhy there's sixteen werses and 
I should be sartin to vin in that time. 

Tweed. Come, Sirrah ! move on. 

Jem B. Move on — I never moves on under sixpence. 

Tweed. Stir yourself, Sir — or I shall send for the proper 
authorities. 

Jem B. You>e a nice man, now I don't think to talk 
about proper authorities ; a chap here as doesn't know Bar- 
ney Brallaghan — the most helegantest overture wot is — Send 
for your thorities — I doesn't care that for em— 

Tweed. How, Sirrah — 

Jem B. Come here, these ere {Pointing to the audience,) 
these ere is the thorities, I cares about ( To the house.) 
I say. Whisper — blow me! if I vont come and strike up 
afore this werry house, every night, for a veek to come- 
just to wex that old chap — prowiding you won't say nothin* 
to the contrarv. 

CURTAIN FALLS. 
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SCENE I. 

^n apartment in an old house of Sir Owbn Griffiths, in 
fFalet ; door at the hack of the stage leading into the hall ; 
doors right and lefl to the different apartments; diairs^ 
tabkf sqfa^ ^. Alfred discovered sitting at tabk^ reading ; 
David Jonbs i* heard speaking^ as if to servants. 

Dav. Yes; I tell you he'll be here directly; so make 
haste, and get him a good dinner. 
Alf. What's that I hear ? 

Enter David. 

Alf. You here, David ! 

Dav. Yes ; here I am. 

Alf. (Aside,) Blunt as ever. (Aloud,) What chance has 
given us the pleasure of your company, pray? 

Dav. No chance; but the commands of Sir Owen. I have 
been sent forward to announce his arrival. 

Alf. My uncle on his road hither ? What the deuce 
has brought him down here, to a place he has not been near 
for the last ten years of hb life, at least ? 

b2 
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Dav, One of his whims ; he wanta to see his steward, he 
sa^-s, and to a^ertaJD what sort of conditioa the old hoase la 
in — he'll be pleased to find you here. 

Alf. Do joa tliink so? I catnc here for the Ixrnefit of 
the Welsh air. 

Dav. And ale, I a — ~ie» 
(Smacks hi» lipf.') Capital 



Welsh ale, you know — 



vid. But 1 was tired of 
'ities : the former, of ne- 
— one goes on, heedlessly 
the gByest of the gay — 
ated by a regiment of most . 
[lat spoils all, you know. 



Alf. Capital stuff, 
London, and its gaieties i 
ceseity, introduces one to t 
enjoying oneself for the Unit 
when Btiddenly one's career is b 
yrar^ and potent creditors; anil 
Da rid. 

Dav. Aye, I dare say it does.; hut, never miud, a good 
marriage will settle all that for you. 

Alp. Indeed ! 

Dav. Yes; Sir Owen has got an excellent match ia his 
eye for you. And .I've no doubt, if yon coDseot, and 
don't make any fnas about it^and why should yOu ?— he'll 
pay all your debts again. 

Alp. (Smiiing.) He'll never pay them, David, npon those 
conditions. 

Dav. Ah ! take care what you ai^ about; you know how 
passionate and whimsical Sir Owen is. Take my advice, 
and marry anybody. 

Alp. It's not to he done, David! There is an insur- 
mountable obstacle, David — I am already married ! 

Dav. The devil you are ? And, of course, you have 
married the very girl that Sh Owen insisted on your nut 
marrying? 




Dav. And without any money ? 
Alp. Not ti shilling. 
Dav. You have done very wrong. 
Alp. I can't help it, David. Couldn't you have fiiessed, 
now, that there must have been something rery parlicular 
thn( would make me come and live here, even for a uingle 
day ? By Jove, I wouldn't remain in this crsiy old tastlp 
^ balf-a-minute by mt/wl/far a dukedom, 
^k Dav. Why, you don't mean to tell nie that she is with 
^Vjou here? 

^B Alp. In this very house. 

^B Dav. Then it'a all over with you — you'd better have 
^BAiot yourself— aye, much better, for then you'd have been 
^F provided for. 

^P .4lp. Ha '. ha ! ha ! — very pleasantly, certainly. 
^P Dav. Yes, it's all very well to laugh now ; but you wont 
laugh, if Sir Owen should catch a glimpee of your lady. 

.\lf. I know my danger — I've smuggled a wife — one of 
the sort altogether prohibited — ^not admitted to dutj-. It 
r would play the deuce with me in my uncle's exchequer — 

Aih. — Alfred. 



Sole — condemn — the goods l*d luid. 



Which would make ot bearti < uadr. 
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Alf. Ten, but tell me what's to be done ? What can 


we do ^ h her, to keep her out of m/ uncle's sight ? 


Dav. x)ck her up in one of the empty rooms. 


Alf. ' h, that won't do— *Ae wouldn't agree to that, I wui 


tell you- ibe is a little headstrong body, very fond of haviiyj 


her own ">" ^^ 


Dav. 


amari, you know. ^M 


Alf. 


■ me with any remarks, h^m 


those tc 


hat cao we do that ^he woo'l 


object to? 1 "^j 


■ Wilham, I know. Before 


we left to e ■ 


him, and laugh him out «C_ 


hia nonse = aht 


was afraid to let ha. M 


Dav. ] eg not Know i 


loeahe? ■ 


Alf. No— be baa never seen her. ' 



Djiv. Humph ! Well : I don't knowj I'm siu-e — she 
must keep out of hia way for a while — but, if he should 
happen to see her, we must say she ia somebody. 

Alf. But who, David, who ? 

Dav. Why, if I remember rightly, old Dora, at the Jodge 
here, bad a little niece, who used to come now and then on 
a visit to her — she must now be about eighteen years old — 
she lived with an old grandfather. 

Alf. I have not seen her. 

Dav. Pertiaps she ia not here juat now — all the better, or 
he might see one too many. 

Alf. Well, well ; so let it be — that 9-ill do famously — and 
if Sir Owen should see her, not having the least idea of her 
being ray wife, he will be deUghted with her — I know he 
will — she is so amiable — so graceful — so fijil of vivacitj- — 
so pretty — so — in short, David, ahe is a perfect pocket 
Venus. We've only been married eight days. 
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Dav. Oil! thafs jiMt ahoat th« time T shoBld bave 
guessed. 

MniirJvUii^rmumiff mjram badeeninmM, 

Ju. Oh ! dear Alfred — ^what is this I hear? Your ancle. 
Sir O wen, expected here every moment—is it so ? 

Alf. It isy indeed ; but ym need not care— ytm don't mind 
him, you know ! 

Ju. WeU; I doo't think I d<v--ift«e*. 

Alf. However^ I thmk fbr the present it will be more 
prudent for you not to shew yoursel€-*till we see. what sort 
of a humour he is in. 

Ju. And— and what's to become of me, pray ? 

Alf. (Smiling.) Why, we did think of locking you iqp ; 
buty upon second thoughts, we determined that we would let 
you have your liberty. 

Dav. (To Alt.) I say— you'd better let him seelier—the 
M boy likes to look at a pretty woman, though he pretends 
not to cars about diem. 

Jr. Who is that person, Alfred ? 

Alt. That, Julia, is my old friend, DawM Jboes, whom 
you hav^ often heard me speak of — who used to tafltme to 
sleep with his old stories— he knows my unde* wdT— and 
advises that, to ward ofr* the first eflfects of SSt Owen^s rage, 
it would be better that he diould not see you just at present, 
as my wife. 

Ju. Not as your wife— what then, pray, sir ? 

Alt. Now, now— be quiet ; and you shall hear. 

Dav. (AMe,) Hot as fire, I s e e al l the better^I hate 
your cold-blooded people. 
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Alf. Dora has a, niece juat about your a^e— « nadw 

tiVlorVb. dee — 

JXJ. f ighled.) Oh, I know ; you want me to b$ tb« 

little Wt girl— I'll do it— I shaU like it of aU tliinga, 



*» Hart." 
Now oil. xim at Llanberri^ 

£ iride and hur care L 

lo nns au tiie H r countr; own*. 

Ap ' Ju, ap Madoc, 

HiB (ber-in-law 



O oe tM 
Dga. ] 






nu Caradoo, 



Alf."] 

and V Capital! Braval brava! 
Dav.J '' 

Ju. But what abont old Dora ? Will you be able to 
make her uuderetand what she is to say and do ? 

Dav. Leave that to me, Miss — Ma'am — Ibegpanlon — I'll 
undertake to make her know her right band &om her left. 

Ju. And ao I am about to see this terribie uncle, who, 
without knowing, hates me— m«, who am so well inclined to 
love Am. 

Dav. You don't seem to be very much t^raid of the 
meeting, though, Ma'am. 

Ju. Afraid — no ; why should I ? I hear diat he is kind- 
hearted, though pasdonate; gallant, though eomewhat 
ancient — that the sight of a — nice — pret^ — little woman 
quite agitates him; and, in that case, you know, A«' J/ have 
the most cause to be a/raid/ 

Alp. Dear Julia, you can't fail in pleasing him, I'm sure. 
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Ju. Yee ; I think I Bholl succeed witfa bim. My bther 
alwa^-s uied to say that he waa sure 1 should accomplish any- 
thing I ever undertook — I waa such a determined httle devil ! 

Dav. {AtUle.) She's a capita] wench. 

Alf. Your &ther ! 

Jc. Ves, sir, my father— a man of sound, excellent 
judgment. 

Alf. Vou see, David — I told you what a little, wilful, 
spoiled thing she was. 

Ju. I should like to know which of us two have proved 
themselves the most wDfiil — who married a little girl without 
a penny, when they were particularly desired not to do so ? 
You won't say that was me, I hope ? But I had better go 
now and prepare — where ami to get the dress from, though? 

Day. ril go and find old Dora,and send her to you directly. 

Alp. There's the carriage ; I caught a glimpee of it aa it 
turned the corner of the road. 

Dav. Then I must be quick ; so, your servant, for the 
present (Ert* DAVtD.) 

Ji'. Good bye, Alfred; when you see me agun, you'll 
scarcely know me j-ourself— Oh ! lud — the carriage hu 
stopped. {Riau off, c. R. h.) 

tALP. I hod better go and olTer my arm to Die old gcnlle- 
{A* he it going off at the hack — Enter Sir OvrKS,/ol- 
louied bv Semantt.') 
Stt O. There, there, my good people— that will do. I'm 
rj' much obliged to yon — but, God blosa you — don't 
smother me. (^Exeunt Serranlt.) Their joy at seeing me is 
really very troubleswine. Well, nephew, you lillie thought of 
seeing me here, I suppose ? 
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Alf- is an unfxpeclad pleawure, certainly, e 
have y i borne tbe journey ?—witlu>iit much baigae, i 
hope, sii 

SiH O I'm tired, ar; very tired; thia pU^y | 
inakea an old man of) 

Ai,F. (^tide.) A 

SiB O. How li 

Alf. Only a 

Sir O. Humpii 
aft«r alt. 

Alf, 



itMnly, at sevens-five, 
en here ? 



se does not look eo 



J 



he Btluation is delecta^l»— 
hill ana uaie — roct. »^a -ruins of castles and Bylvac 

cottages — Oh, I could live Here ibr ever. 

Sir O. Veiy well, sir, very well ; pray do. Since you 
hove become so suddenly ibnd of solitude, remain faef^pod 
reflect i^on yomr former disaolute and extravagant condnct. 

Alf, / will reflect upon it, sir, provided you do not ; bat 
do not spoil the pleasure of our meeting by gimag me a 
lecture; let's forget and foigive, I'll excuse all the }ittle 
annoyances you have caused me— you do tbe same by ve ; 
and let's live happily and comibttably tog^er £>r the rutof 
our lives. 

Sia O, This is all very pretty ; but I'm not (o be>joked 
or bantered out of my opinion, sir. Live happily and com- 
fortably with you, indeed, nr — why you never by any 
chance do a single thing I wish yon to do. 

Alf. Oh, sir ! 

SiE O. Why, you puppy, do you? Have you giren 
up that maniage, sir, that I so highly dia«{iprove ? 

Alf. But, dear air, you expect one to do impoemlulities. 

Sir O. It's no such, thing, sir; butyou'U be Bcaryiaxii, 
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Bir; jon'll have cause to repent jour disobedience. You'll 
go on, air, until you make me discard you alK^ther, and 
drive me into gettiug a wife for myself. 

AtF, You! Uncle! 

SiK (>. Yes, sir ; and why not, pray ? 

Abr. Wily, ur, I thonght yoii had too much regsid for 
your own comfort. 

Sir O. Coniforl, sir — you are no comfort to me, st all 
events — I couUl'nt be worse off in that respect — I want a 
("ompanion, sir; you, you know, are always (oo much 
occupied to come near me. 

Alf. Dear sir, 1 must beg your pardon ; for, really, I 
think I am alwnys paying you visits. 

^IH O. Never, dr, but when yoii want me to be paying 
your debts. 

Al.r. Well, sir, but you must confess that's very often. 

Sir O. You'll find the difference when I'm married, sir — 
[ dare say ut this moment yon are over head and can in 
debt. Well, well ; I can't talk about that now — ihei«, gu 
I «long, sir, and send the steward here. 

■ Alp. Dear nnvie ! now you are going to desire him lo 

■ give me some money ; how very kind of you ! 



> such thing, sir. 



where the devil's 



tavid ^1 thb lime ? 



Enter David htulHy. 

Dav. Here I am. 

Alf. (.-/« he goet oat, luide to David.) If you have an 
ipport unity, talk lo liim about my wife. (Exit ALrtiEi>.) 
Sib O. Where liave you been to all this time ? 
Day. 1 have been trying to make alt things comfortable 
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for you, to be sure ; but I don't know whether I shall he 
able to manage it or not ; but it aiut my fanlt, jou know— 
you would come all on a sudden, hi this queer way- — I'm 
glad Alfred's here, though — you'll have somebody to speak lo. 
Sir O. Well, David, I'm not sorry for that, myself— 
though he does provoKe me David, tell me — who wm 

thai girllsawboui »11 just now, as I ramein^ 

Dav. 1 didn't see tlie hall; but perhaps it 

was old Dora's niece — sat i. i here sometimes on a vial 
tu her aunt — she may 1 i f- 

SibO. (Rue».) By u hat old woman ia a veiy 

good aenant, and ought not be forgotten; it's too often 
(he case, I fear, that servants who have been for years in the 
family are merely looked upon aa some of the old fixtures, 
and treated accordingly ; but this must not be — aomethia; 
must be done for her. 

Dav. Because she happens to have a pretty uieoe, I 
Buppose 1 

Sir O. What an old fool you are. — What's her niece to 
me ? — and I don't know whether she ia pretty or not, fer I 
didn't Bee her &ce — there wiu a time, indeed, when I mi^t 
l.ave been a little curious about such matters; but now— 

Dav. Yes ; there teat a time, indeed — when you were a 
precious — {Putting hit hand over hit mouth)— I was going fo 
say— 

SirO. What, sir— what? 

Dav. Well — a bad-un, then ; but, I didn't, you know— I 
didn't — 

Sir O. Ha! ha! David — that was when I waa a fine 
young man of five-and-twenty. 

Dav. Yee, I know ; and for that reason you might, I 
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thinky be a tiifle more indulgent to thai fine young man of 
five-and-twenty. 

Sir O. Not at all — not at all ; I can*t look apoa it in the 
samel^ht, 

Dav. (AMt.) No; because now you are obliged to look 
upon it through your spectacles. 

Sir O. What art you muttering about ? 

Dav* Nothing; nothing; but its rather hard upon the 
poor boy, I think. 

Sir O. Nowy David, don't talk nonsense-^Can anything 
be more stupid or ridicuiousy for initanoey than that love 
aflSur of his? 

Dav. Yesy a great many things; but you'll alter your 
■lind about that — I know you will. 

Sir O. Never, David, never — upon that point I ara 
determined — I ara as immoveable as Harlech Castle. Let him 
marry the young lady I propose to him, and I'll forgive him 
everything; but if he marries that girl, I've done with 
him — I've done with him for ever. 

Dav. Now, Sir Owen, suj^wse he don marry her; it will 
be a shocking crime, certainly, for the young man to marry 
the girl he loves; I suppose you would have him abandon 
the poor thing after gaining her affections ; and would give 
him an extra five thousand pounds to become a villain. 

Sir O. David ! you forget yourself. 

Dav. No, sir; /don't forget myself. 

Sir O. (j4giiaiedj bui angry.) Humph ! — if he marries that 
girl, I'll disinherit him. 

Dav. You will ? And what'll you do with your money ? 

Sir O. Leave it to charities — to my servants — ^to-» 

Dav. Don't leave any to me; for d—^ me if III have 
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it. Wba iainherit your own nephew ! your poor dear astei't 
only chilQ : — and for what ? — for folliea which he inlieritt 
from bis ui -Je. I 

SnO. ( RiKt.) How dare you presume to talk to meb ' 



Now, David, don't argue the point with jm 
^on, Htir up the bile, aod 
'^rowt hnnaelfon the iofit.) 
'wen, to see you insist on 



e gout, 
me 



lat boy of the means of 
d if he 19 miserable, won't 
re miserable, shan't 1 be 



this mam ? 
any more — ^ 
give me a fit 

D*v. It 
making 

Sib. O. What do you 

Dav. Why ; if you C 
living, won't he be miserat)Je i 
you be miserable? and if yi 
miserable ? and then a pretty lifo v""'/' have of it ? — I'll 
answer for your being uncomfortable enough. 

Sir O. Will you hold your tongue, sir? Be silent, or 
leave the room. I will not be dictated to by my footman. 

Dav. [After a moment' tpatue qfaatonithmeni.') Footman I 
Did I bear right? Was it footman he said? After all 
these years of service in war and peace, to be degraded) and 
called footman! And by you. Sir Owen — ^its more than I 
can bear. When I faced death by your side— shipmate waa 
the word then, sir — not footman ! 

Sir O. (Much agitated— aside.) Poor fellow ! poor &Uow ! 
I've hmt his feelings, (jthud.) David 1 

Dav. I can,- — I have borne with your whim^— with 
your passion — but the old sailor cannot, voiil not put up 
with a degradation. 

Sir O. But, David — what — a tear ! 

Dav. (Dashtjy it off.) It is rage. If you hadn't been 
my commander, I would — you should — ■. 
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Sir O. {HoUSng out hi$ hand,) Come, come, fixrget it, and 
give me your hand. 

Dav. {Turning away,) Humph! 

SirO. {CheUi$^ up,) How's this? You refuse to forgive 
the impetuosity of an old friend ? 

Dav. {Suddenly tum», and takes Sir 0'$ hand.) Oh ! Sir 
Owen ! Sir Owen ! 

Sir O. There, now, promise me to forget what has 
passed. I was wrong — ^very wrong. 

Dav. Sir Owen, it was my &ult. 

Sir O. No, no— I was to blame. 

Dav. I tell you it was me. 

Sir O. Why, David — ^you are never going to be^ again, 
are you ? Well, well — ^let me advise you now,— don*t talk 
fo me any more about my nephew — ^you see the conse- 
quence. Come promise me that — wont you ? 

Dav. As you please, Sir Owen. 

Sir O. Although weVe had a breeze, it has not been a 
very grateful one. I'll e'en try the more genial air of hea- 
ven for a while. (David qffer$ his arm,) No, thank you, 
David — old friend !— comrade ! I can go alone. (Exit.) 

Dav. (Looking after Sir Owen.) He*s a good-hearted 
old chap, af\er all, though ; but he's got a precious lot of ob- 
stinacy in his composition. 

Ju. {Peeping tn, dressed as a fFeUh peasant^-^speakiny very 
low.) David! David! 

Dav. Oh, you may come in. Miss! Sir Owen's not 

here. 

Enter Jvlia, followed by Dora« 

Ju. Well, David, have you said anything to Sir Owen ? — 
How does he seem disposed ? 

c 2 
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Day. ■'» tndupoeed '. 

Ju. Inaibpoeed ? 

Dav. To hear anjtJiing about you — I meaa. Miss. We 

reiy nearly qUftiTelled ; and 1 have been obliged to pronur« 

3 wont me] tJon Mr. Alfreds name to him any more ; so I 

I must )ea' - — i " "-*■' t battle. 

Ju. Aod ao i wi aldier ! and if my attack 

(loea not make ie of his prejudice agftitui 

me, my name isn c u uud 

Dav. I hope it will. ^ait. 

Ju. It must — it aU-ayB had my own 

and I always will- 

Dav, Now, old mlhuhii, y^u are sure you know your 
business ? 

Do. Oh, yee — pleas you ! I am not once, by any chance, 
lo speak the truth — look you — that's it. 

Dat. Humph ! that wont be very difficult, I dare say- 
Hush !— here comes Sir Owen, so I'll be ofT, Miae. 

(Exit L.H.) 
Ju. He tM// call me Mi$8. 

Do. Here he is. Ma'am. Are you Dot frightened ? 
Jt;. No— o, Dora; are you? 

Do. Why, 1 am a little. Ma'am — Sir Owen is ao very 
passionate — look you. C^V t**^ *ndt.) 

EnUr Sia Owen, not chtervtng Aem, and teatt himteffon 
the to/a. 

Sir O. So— I'm better now. What a rage Davy put 
himself into — faith, I don't much wonder at it ; but then he 
provoked me so about that puppy of a nephew of mine, — 
he's a good-hearted old fellow, though, after all, and would. 
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beliave, go to tlie Uevil to serve me. (During ihit, Jl'i.ia 
Aa> been pmhiny DoRA forward, wlio appear* afraid to 
advance.) 

JiT. {Atide to Doba,) There — go; he really does not look 
hair such a Turk an I took him for. 

Do. (7'oSiB O.) I peg [lardou, Sir Owen — perhap« 1 
(liitturb yon. 

Sir O. No, no; my good woman. What is it? — what 
jait? 

Dora. I come, Sir Owen, to pay my reepccis lo you ; ant! 

'6 brought my lillle (lieee, look you, to make her coiirtsey, 
•nd thank you for your kindness to her old aunt i forallhoiigh 
we have not seen your honour, Cotplessyou, for some years, 
«iy heart ! we all had reaeon to fetl we were not forgotten 
hy you. 

SjR O. And 90 that's j-our niece, Dora ? — a nice tidy- 
looking lass, indeed. 

Dtp. Oh, yes, Sir Owen, she's very tidy — but you arw 
busy. Sir. — We'd better go, my love. (Tb JUUA.) 

Sib O. No, no; stay a minute. (To Jl'LlA.) C\>me, 
child. (He beckon) Iter foru<ard — the keep* retreating.) Is that 
your way of coming /arvtard, my dear ' Vou uin$t leacli 

T better than that. Dame, or she'll never gel on in llie 

Do. Yes, Sir Owen ; but ahe has not long been with me, 
pleaayou. (Aride.) Oh, 1 sliouldn't have said that, I sup. 
pose— it b the truth. (To Julia.) Come, Tafiline — comp 
•Odspeak toSir Owen. {She la/irt her luind anil kad* her 
irt< — Sib Owbn gaiei at her for tome time.) 

Sm O. lliere's not much family likeness. Dame. 

Do. La! don't you think », Sir Owen! She'd always 
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been thought the very model of me, look yon. (Aside.) 
—That will be sure lo be right. 

SiK O. (Gelling up and palling JuLIA on the cheek.) Well, 
well; she's s nice, quiet, good-humoured, mod est- looking 
girl. (Jui-TA courlireyi to each of then epUheU.) { To Dora.) 
Haa my nephew seen her ? 

Do. Oh, dear, no, Sir Ow havekepther out of Mr. 

Alfred's eight— 1 should not ought her to the castle if 

you had not beeu here. A yoimg girl of that age. Sir Owen, 
is — a young girl, look you. 
S(R O. Decidedly. 

Do, And they ere shocking people for talking scandal in 
oar village. 

Sir O. And in what village are they not, 1 should like to 
know? 

Do. Ahl I dare eay. Sir Owen, they are all aUke. (To 
Julia.) What have you done with your tongue, Taffline ? 
— why don't you epeak to his honour ? 

Ju. (JViih the fVehh accent.) I don't know what to say 
to him, look you. 
Sir O. Tell me how old yon are. 
Ju. {CourUeyitig.) Just eighteen, Sir Owen. 
Do. Aye, I remember it very well — she was boni the 
morning after the great storm. (Aiide.) Lord help me, 1 hope 
there mayn't be another after that. (Aloud.) Now then, my 
dear, make a courtsey to Sir Owen, and come with me, for I 
have many things to do this morning, and must be bustling. 

SiE O. Stay a moment ! (Atide.) I must find out if that 
puppy has seen the girl. (Aloud.) Dora, do you go about 
your household a^irs, and leave your niece with me a little, 
as I am all alone. She will amuse me. 
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Do. La ! Sir Owen, I fear she will not be much of a com- 
panion, look you ; she wOl not speak a word hardly, yoa see, 
sir! 

Sib O. Oh, never fear ! FU make her speak; she'll tell 
me all her little secrets, I'm sure. Perhaps I can serve her 
in some way. 

Do. You are so good. Sir Owen! (To JvuA.) There, 
don't be shy — and talk to his honour like a good little 
woman, look you. (Exii r. h.) 

Sir O. Now, child, come here, and let us have a little bit 
of quiet chat — come, come ! 

Ju. I daren't. 

Sir O. Why not — are you afraid of me ? 

Ju. Yes — ^if you please, Sir — a little, look you. 

Sir O. But I don't please that you should be afraid of 
me — !• wish to be a friend to you — so come nearer. 

Ju. But I don't like to move in this place, for fear I should 
fall. 

Sir O. For fear you should fall — why, child ? Why 
should you fall here ? 

Ju. I don't know. But when I left my native village 
they told me that a young girl like me should be very care- 
fid, particularly if I went into great houses, and saw great 
people ; for if I made one false step, and had a fall, I should 
never rise again, look you. 

Sir O. (Smiiing,) Aye, aye, and for that very reason you 
will need a guide — ^a friend. (Geti up, and hods her to Hie 
front of tJie 9tage,) There ; so &r you are safe — now sit 
down. (Ske nU timidly down hy Sir Owsn.) Now, tell me, 
— aint you very dull here, with no company but your old 
aunt? 




Jti. No! 

SirO. No ! You Burpriae me ; for I dare say youVe iefi b 
sweetheart, now, behind you in your own little village. 

Jn. Oh, dear, no! — Oh, dear, no! — pless you — I have no 
aweetiieart; ' ' if " ' '^ ~ ild \ave one, I should love him 
for one reason < , look yon. 

Sir O, and what thst be ? 

.lu. The old tl j i the song, look you. 

SjH O. (Mmi 5.) ' iDg.look you" — wdl,then, 

sing me the song, look you. 

AIR— Juu*. (HWcA.) 

It ii not for hi> gold. Sir, nor for he') joung and bold, Sir — 
Nor for hii loolu — though huidwme u ■ morn of Spring ii he, — 
I've but one rule for loving. Sir, but thot'i the beit can be — 
I lore my love becaiue I know my love iaieg me. 
For youth it vill not Ust, Sir, and beauty bdetb fut. Sir, 
And riches, iu a moment, may at fortune'i bidding flae ; 
But honest heart) no change can know : and so, good Sir, d'ye see — 
I loTe my love becstue I knoir my love loie) me. 
Sib O. (Delighted.) That's the sort of singing I like now, 
when you don't lose the melody in a wilderness of trashy 
ornament — all pure, pure — that's the voice to soothe one to 
sleep, and make one forget one's trouble — aye, even the 
gout. 

Ju. i^tiJe.) Ha, ha!— Mr, Sir! 

SiH O. (Aside.) Upon my life, she's charming ! 

(David appears at ike back, watching the progress.) 
Ju. (7"o David.) Caught! I declare it will do ! 
SirO. What, child! What did you say! Who's 
caught— what's caught ? 

Ju. A — a — fly, look you ! (Shewing fur closed hand.) 
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Sir O. Welly wdl, let it go, and listen to me. I am inte* 
rested — strangely interested — about you, and am anxious 
that you should do well. You may have many lovers — 
all sillyy giddy, young men ; but that wont do. That is not 
the proper sort of husband for you — ^you ¥rill need a friend, 
a counsellor, a middle-aged man— one who knows how to 
guide you and govern himself. 

Ju. I should not like an old man, look you. 

Sir O. An old man ! — no, no, child — not an old man, cer- 
tainly — but a man, for instance, about my age. 

Ju. (Astonished.) Your age ! {Recovering herself,) Oh, 
yes, yes ; but where shall I ever find such another as you, 
Sir Owen — Cot bless you ? 

SirO. (Delighted.) Dear child! dear child! (Aside.) 
Now that came direct finom the heart — an ebullition of 
nature, no trick — ^no deceit about that. (To Julia, taking 
her hand.) You are not afiraid of me now then, Taffline ? 

Ju. Oh ! no, no, no ; I feel as intimate with you now as I 
do with my Billy. 

Sir O. And who may your Billy be ? 

Ju. Oh, my pretty goat, look you, — and I do not wish to 
go away and leave you, as I did just now. 

Sir O. Bless your little single simple heart, you shan't 
leave me — I wont leave you. Fll pack off my nephew, 
and stay here for the remainder of my life. 

Ju. (ArcUg,) Ah, ah! I know something about your 
nephew, look you — I could tell if I liked. 

Sir O. About my nephew, child. (Aside.) I thought 
so. What can you possibly know about my nqihew — I 
thought he had never seen you,— old Dora has deceived me 
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then — he hat seen you, and of course been making lore 
you? 

Dav. (v&t^.) Now for it. 

Jit. No, no ; it is not th&t, plesa you. 

Sm O. What is it then, child? 

JiT. It is a greet secret, look yon. Can you keep a 

Sib O. rU keep anything you'll truat me with, 

JtT. Well then ; but you must promise me you will not 
he angry, look you. 

Sir C». Well, well, ehUd— what is it r 

Jl'. i Holding her finijer al him pla%ifully.) Promise then. 

Sir O. I promise — I promise. 

Jr. (Cot^entittlhf.) I overheard Mr. Alfred, tlie other 
night, telUng Aunt Dora all about hia mairiage with the 
lady he loved so much — Cot plees her. 

Sir O. Hisiuarriage! Why he has never dared — 

Jv. Hush ! bush ! hush ! 

Sir O. Married, indeed ! — a graceless young puppy — I'll 
go and kick him out of the house instantly. 

Ju. My heart, my heart, sir!— is this the way you keep 
your promise ? — ^yoii are not a man of your wocd, look you. 

Sir O. But I am in a rage, child — in a" thundering 
passion! 

J V. Yes, yea ; so I see — but you must come out of it in a 
flash of lightning, or 1 shall go in a great rage myself, and 
you will repent it ; for then I am terrible^l am terrible. 

Sir O. But I'm not angry with you, child—you are a 
good, dear little girl, and I'm really very fond of you. 
(7a/n'ny her hand.) But that nephew of mine — he'll drive 
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me mad, — to dare to disobey me, on that particolar point, 
too ; but I will make him repent it. (Looks ai Julia, and 
patue$,) I've a great mind — I've of^ened threatened it — ^he 
hasn't believed me — FU do it — I will, by Jove ! 

Ju. Name of goodness ! — ^what will you do. Sir Owen ? 

SirO. I'll be married myself, — and to you, my pretty 
Taffline — you shall be my lady. 

Dav. {Aside.) I thought it would come to this — ^ha, ha, 
ha! 

Ju. To me ! You marry me ? {Aside.) WeD, this is a 
good joke, indeed ! {Rises.) 

Sir O. {Rises.) Yes, child — ^yes ; we were made for each 
other — I'm sure of it — I feel it. Then my revenge upon 
Alfred will be sweet indeed, in eveiy sense ci the word. 
When he finds you are going to be his aunt, how astonished 
the fellow will be — ha, ha, ha ! 

Ju. He will, indeed — ^he will never believe it, pless you. 

^'iR O. I dare say not ; but he'll find it true, and to his 
cost, 

Ju. Don't you be too sure, — ^yoQ will alter your mind by 
and bye, I think, look you. 

Sir O. N«ver, child, never ! I am my own master, and 
have a right fo do what I like with myself. 

Jv. But what will people think ? 

Sir O. It signifies little to me what they lAtnAr, provided 
they don't toy what they think ; besides. Til give up people, 
the world, and stay here alone with you— you, precious drop 
(»f mountain dew ! 

Ju. And are you sure you shall not repent, Sir Owen ? 
for I've heard people say — 
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AIR— "i>iMr atary Ann*.' 
Lock'd for life in Hymen's felter. 

Poor married man ! 
With B half he cslU " bU betler"— 

Poor mariied tatn \ 
All Ihe joys hia fancy dutbI, Sir, 
Scarcely blown before they barH, Sir — 
He finds his bcarr half his vorjl, Sir- 
Poor married man ! 
Sir O. Bless your pretty warbling throat — tliere's do fear 
of thst willi you. 

Ju. My heart, my heart ! (Lavghing.) What a fuiiu^ 
thing loVe is. Cot pless us ! if any body had told you yes- 
terday you were going to be married, and to a poor tittle 
\Velsli gir), you would not have believed tliem, look you. 

Mir O, Yesterday, child! — no! nor an hour ago ; but I 
niti^t sea about getting rid of Mr. Alired, though. 

(David disappears.) 
^\:. Pray don't you go yet, — I want to ask you a little 
([uestion :— has your nephew loved the lady that he has 
married a long time? — Cot pless her! 

Sir O. Oh! his head has been turned about her these 
two years \ 

■Ii*. Ah ! indeed ! — I have heard him say she was very 
good and very clever, and two or three other pretty thiiig> 
alxiiit her, Cot bless her. 

yiB(). What's that tome, or to you either, child r — the 
pirls a beggar — she hasn't a shilling in the world — but what"> 
the matter, child ? what are you thinking about ? 

■Ir. That 1 am as bad as she is tJiea — abe^ar! for/ 
\\a\c not a silling m IJie world. 
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Sir O. That'd nothing to the purpose — and / have come 
to yean of discretion — am dependent upon no one, and have 
H right to do as I like. 

Ju. Ah ! I think I understand what you mean. Your 
nephew, took you, does wrong to many a lady of his own 
rartk, and about his own age, and one he has loved for some 
time — Coi plus her ! — ^but yoM do quite right when you pro- 
pose to marry a poor, unknown, untaught, little Welsh girl, 
young enough to be your grand-child— look you. 

Dav. (Aside — who duriny this heu appeared ai the back,) 
8he had you there, old boy. 

Sir O. Humph ! (Aside.) There's common sense in her 
observation, certainly. (Aloud,) But, child, everything, you 
know, depends so much upon circumstances. 

Ju. Very true ; and so will my marriage with you, I think. 

Sir O. How do you mean ? 

Ju. Why— ^lon't you know that Mr. Alfred owes some 
money ? — 

Sir O. (Aside.) Alfred again — what does this mean! 
(Aloud,) Yes, child, I do know it — and he is likely to owe 
it — for I will never pay another farthing for him. 

Ju . Yes — I think you will — Cot pless you ! 

Sir O. Never, child, never; and I am sure you are too 
reasonable to expect it. 

Ju. But I am lu^ reasonable — look you — and I will not 
be reasonable — and I will not marry you — or have anything 
to say to you — ^if you do not pay his debts — that I will not. 
I will not be made a lady — and have a fine house and fine 
clothes — ^while your own nephew is turned out without a 
siiiiny — my heart — my heart, it would be sad indeed — 

Sir O. Good girl! good girl ! (Aside,) She's as good as 
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she's pretty — those feelings ought to be, and shall be, appre- 
ciated. (^Atoud.) I will do as you wish, my Uttle dear. — but 
remember — I do it for your sake only. 

Ju. Cot pless you — thank you — and — and — I thiak, for 
jwy sake, you will coneent to see your little niece — 

Sir O. See her — no — oh, no — don't mention her, I b^, 
child— 

Ju. But I must mention her — I will mention her — Col 
pUu her .' I will talk of nothing else, look you, till you 
consent to see her. 

Sir O. But, child— child— ila not possible 1 can do so- 
only think 

Ju. (Stamping her feet.) I never think — I never think 
— I never tliink — (Sib O. u ab»at to »peak ; the atops Aim.) 
You shall not speak — you shall never apeak again — unless 
it is to say " Yes," when I ask you to see your niece. — ^Vill 
you say " Yes," to that ? 

(Sib O. u-aika about angrily ; she followi him, conilatil/g 
tat/ing, Will you say " Yea" ?) 

(DAVin expretiei great delight — but ditappeari at Ihey 
walk about the ttage.) 

Sib O. By Jove, the girl is certainly mad — well, well, be 
quiet, child, and I'll think about it — we shall see — we shall 
see. (Throw* himself on sofa, quite owrcome.) 

Ju. (Goe* softly to the back of »ofa, and uiys coaxingly to 
him,} Will you say Yes, dear Sir Owen ? 

AIR—" Utounlain Fairy." 
Lilt to me, I pray now do, Sir, 
Li« *s Taffline would to you. Sir ; 
Mutt (be thui unheeded >ue. Sir. 
Do w you'd be done by — do. Sir ! 
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^jook joit, bur win lo*e you erv, 
If to pardon joull endeaTour, 
Thow whom It would kill to wrcr ; 

Do— Sir— do ! 
Sm her efanki with Uui ira itnuning ! — 
Wu your kindneo oolj KCtniug? 
Wm ibe wrong, alu ! in deenung 
She wu ercr dsv to jou ? — 
Think bow Taffline'i br«iil would nnut now. 
If from you oomptUed to part aow ! 
Wont you then ny " Yo," dear heart, now ! 

Do— Kr— do!— 

Sir O. (Dfl^hted, kinet her.) Bless you, child ! bless 
you! — It is quite iinpofisible to refuse you anything — if you 
were to ask me to dance a hornpipe, or cut my tliroat, it 
would be all the same — I should do it — I consrat— 1 do say 
" Vea." — 

Ju. (^mfe to Alfred and David, toio appear at baek.) 
Victory '. victory ! — (Runi round the tofa, and throw* henelf 
on both kHee$ before Si¥i Owes.) Now youare a dear — good 
—sweet — Idnd^-charming old man. 

Alf. 1 beg pardon. Sir; perhaps I disturb your (ete^- 
t^te. 

Sir O. Perhaps you" do. Sir. 

Alf. In that case I'll retire — 

Sib O. No, Sir; since you are here, stay; I have some- 
thing to communicate to you. In the first place, Sir, make 
your bow to this young lady, and treat her with the greatest 
respect. Sir. 

Alf. Respect, Sir! — ^you are joking. 

Sir O. You'll have no cause to think it a joke, Sir, for- 
for — I beg to inform you. Sir, thai I am going to make thii 
lady my wife 1 

a 2 
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Alt. (Bunting into a fit of laughter.) Yoiir wife, Sir ! 

Sir O. Impudent puppy ! 

Alf. ( To Sir Owen .) But, my dear Sir, axe you really- io 
earnest ? Why you haven't known Ihe i/oung laify ui 
hour! 

Sir O. What's that to you, ?— what'a that to you ? 
I have known her long enot^^h t<. fiod out that her heart is 
in the right place, Sir, and that she will do honour to the 
ancdent naine of Griffiths. 

AlP. I am delighted to hear it. Sir ! 

StR O, Veiy well, Sir ; then make your bow to your 
future aunt ! 

Alf. Certainly, Sir. (Advancing to JULIA wU]i mock 
gravity, and howing.) Mtidam, may I presume to hope that a 
hitherto worthless individual may find favour in your sij^ht, — 
that you will deign to take him under your spedal protec- 
tion, and teach him which is the right and proper resting- 
place for Ail heart. ( Taket Julia's hand and kitiet it.) 

Sir O, That will do, Sir— that will do, I tell you : 

Alp. Sir, I am anxious to shew you a specimen of the 
respect with which I intend to treat my future aunt ! 

SibO. Very well. Sir; but that's quite enough for the 
present. 

Ju. Look you. Sir Owen ; don't you think I had better go 
to mtf aunt ? — she will want me, may be. 

Sir O, The impertinent assurance of that scapegrace has 
frightened her. Yes, child, go to your aunt now ; but don't 
stay away long. 1 shall be very dull without you. (Taket 
her hand, and kiiset it ; leads her out at back entrance ; retumt 
humming, and teatt hinuel/ on sofa.) 

Alf. (Aside.) I thought he was humming the " Conquer. 
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ing Hero/' — he looks it, and feels it, Fra sure. (To Sir Owen.) 
And 8O9 Sir, you are really going to be married ? 

Sir O. Yes, Sir, I am; and I don't think it possible to 
have made a better choice ; — such spirit, blended with such 
softness — such 'grace. Yes, Sir, grace — I repeat it, and 
without affectation; but her crowning charm in my eyes, 
Sir, is the good, sound common sense which she possesses. 

Alf. (j^Mtde,) How the old fire's burning up! Egad! 
he^s more serious about it than I thought for! (^Ahud,) 
Really, Sir, I see nothing in her to captivate a man of taste 
— a conunon-place, awkward, country girl; and, spite of 
her appearance of innocence. 111 engage she has made 
use of some art by which she has wheedled herself into your 
good graces. 

Sir O. It's no such thing. Sir; — she's an angel — ^you, a 
libellous puppy, and don't deserve the kind consideration she 
has bestowed upon you. 

Alf. Upon me. Sir? — what can she possibly know or 
care about me ? 

Sir O. She knows more about your affairs than you think 
for. Sir ! She has informed me of your imprudent marriage, 
Su-! 
Alf. What, Sir !— She— I— 

Sir O. Don't trouble yourself to frame a lie. Sir. I know 
all, and would have turned you out of the house instantly^ if 
it had not been for the entreaties — (Aiide) to say nothing of 
the threats — (Aloud) of that dear child. She would not 
consent to become my wife until I had promised to pay all 
your debts. 

Alf. Bless her little heart ! 

Sir O. And that I should agree to give you and jfmif 
wife an asylum in my house. 
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righl to feel olTeniied ; 
But the matter now is ended, 
And the least Said's soonest mended. 

Alf. {^fide.) 

But I'm inclined to think you 11 find 
That, upon this head, the least you've laid 
Is much more than you intended l 

(Exil.) 
Sir O. Well, he has taken it much better than 1 had any 
riglit to eipect he would ; for my marrying will make s 
serious difference to him : he has always expected one day 
or other to come in for my fortune — now, of course, it will 
go to my children I (Dora pastes tkroagh hall at back of 
$ta^.^ Ah! there goes old Dora; I ought to tell her my 
intentions. I will — I'll do every thing in proper order. 
(Goes to back, and calls.') Dora ! Dora ! 

Do. {^Answering off.) Coming, Sir Owen, coming. 

Ertier DoRA. 
Sib O. Come here, Dora, and sit down by me. 
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Do. What ! Sir Owen, me ! — sit down by you !— my 
heart, my heart, that will never do ! 

Sir O. Sit down, do, when I desire you, and don't be an 
old fool ! 

Do. (Cauritmfs.) You are very kind. Sir Owen. (SUs 
doum /earfuihf,) There, I am down, Sir Owen. 

Sir O. Then listen. Your niece is a charming little girl — 
Vm delighted with her, and I mean to marry her ! 

Do. (^Starts up OMtonished ; sits dawn again, afraid ofHm O.) 
Did you say marry my niece ? (Ande.) Oh ! dear— oh ! 
dear ! what am I to do or say now ? David Jones did not 
tell me of this. 

Sir O. Well, dame, you consent, I suppose ? 

Do. Pless me ! I have nothing to do with it 

Sir O. How ! nothing to do with it ? 

Ek). Oh ! that is, I mean, if you — if Taffline likes it — it is 
all right, look you — it is her affair. 

Sir. O. Ah! exactly; I understand you — then it's all 
settled, and we shall be married directly. 

Do. (AMe.) All settled! and be married directly! — 
dear! dear! what does it all mean? (Ah^d,) And what 
does Mr. Alfred say to this. Sir Owen ? 

Sir O. Mr. Alfred, indeed ! I suppose I have a right to 
do as I like without consulting Mr. Alfred ! — but pray don't 
distress yourself about him, for he i^^proves it highly ; and 
he and his wife are coming to live with us hers in the old 
castle. 

Do. Hi» wife ! {Aiide.) Oh ! dear— oh ! dear ! W«ll, 
Sir Owen, if you are content, and Mr. Alfred it contmifp anil 
every pody is content, I am sure I am^ look you. (MU0) 
But it is veiy strange-— 
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S{ii U. I thiuk you u-ill have reason to be aatisfjed, old 
ilaiue, for you cihalt share in the general good; and, to begin, 
I ahall make you a little preiient to buy u new gown with for ' 
the wedding — tbcre, there's five sovereigns for you. 

Do. Can it be? — pleas rae, I never had so much money 
in my hand before, look you ! And is it really mine — all my 
own — my very own ? 

.Sir O. Certainly ! 

Do. I peg pardon. Sir Owen, but let me ask you one 
tiling — If, by nhance, you should change your mind, look you, 
or anything should happen to put off the marriage, must 1 
give you back these pretty little things ? 

Sir O. By do means. Do you suppose that I give a 
thing, and take a thing, as the school-boys say ? 

Do. Pless yon!— Cot pless you, Sir Owen I (Puis th 
money in Iter pocket.) (^Aiide.) 1 like to be sure before I 
spend any of it, look you. 

Enter Dflvin. 

Day. Sir Owen, your niece will be here in about a minute. 

Sir O. Indeed ! so soon arrived ; she must have been verv 
near at hand. 

Dav. Much nearer than you thought for, certainly. 

Do. Oh ! I was afraid of this. 

Sir O. And why should you be afraid? 

Do. Ah ! Cot pless you. Sir Owen, when she comes, my 
niece goes for certain, look you. 

Sir O. Not at all — not at all 1 Taffline has nothing ti> 
fear from her. But tell me, David, what is she like? — eh'r 

Dav. Why, like what / call a very pretty woman — bul 
there's no accounting for tastes, you know. You'll be som- 
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for what you've done when you see her, I can tell you. Ah ! 
I've heard all about it. A pretty ridiculous figure you'll look 
with a young thing like that for a wife. 

Sir O. David— David ! 

Dav. Well, don't blame me, you know — that's all — it's 
your own doings — I told you not — but here comes your 
niece. 

Enter Alfred, conduvting Julia, dressed as herself- — she afraid 

to advance. 

Sir O. {Aside,) Since I have given my word to Taffline, 
I must keep it ; but I more than half repent having consented 
to see this fine lady. 

Ju. {Aside to Alfred.) Dear Alfred — my heart fails me 
at the last. What will Sir Owen say when he finds how I 
have deceived him. 

(During this David and Dora are trying to persuade 
Sir Owen to go to meet Julia.) 

Dav. Well, I do think you might as well behave like the 
gentleman you are^ and go and meet the poor girl — she is 
frightened out of her wits at being in your presence. 

Alf. Dear uncle — here is my wife — my darling Julia — 
allow me to present her to you. 

Sir O. (Bowingy without looking at her,) Happy to see 
yon, Ma'am — let all be forgotten — and — and — make your- 
self as comfortable as you can. 

Ju. Oh, sir — dear sir. (Aside,) What shall I do? — the 
words will not come out. (Aloud.) And you will, then, 
indeed, forgive me ? 

SirO. How's this? — that voice seems familiar to me — 
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where have I heard it ? What does it mean ? — what doe 
it mean, I say? 

Alp. Dear eir, what 19 the matter ? > 

Ju. {Attuming the accent.) Sir Owen is surprised, look 
^ou — that ia all. 

Sir O. (_Looka at her a mo tt, then turns /uriotttli/ to 
Alpbeo.) What deceit — what lOuJ'a trick ia tliis ? 

Dav. Foipve'um, . ill know all. 

SiK O. Never! nevei . 

Alp. Dear iincle, hear m£ 

Silt O. I will not, air. ( a{ my house, and never 
presume to cross my threshoia a| wn. 

Jv. (Advancing timtdty to him.) Hear mt, dear sir — I am 
(he only culprit, and ought to be the only aufierer. Your 
jiephew would not have incurred your displeasure, but 
through me — let him through me be again restored to your 
aiTection. You approved the heart and feelings of the little 
, Welsh girl; believe me, I have not changed them with my 
dress. Keep your wealth — we renounce it cheerfully — all 
we covet is your love, dear sir — afford us that, and you will 
make two of the happiest beings in the world. (Imitating.) 
Will you not say Yes to that, dear Sir Owen ? 

Sib O. (Quite overcome, embracee her affectionately.) Dear 
child — dear child — God bless you. 

Alp. Dear uncle ! 

Dav. Hurrah ! hurrah ! — you have done a right thing for 
once in your life. 

Sir O. And so you have all been in a league againet 
me — ^j-ou, David, too ? 

Day. To be sure — when you don't behave yourself pro- 
perly, you know, 1 am always against you. 
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Do. Cot pleas jou— what could 1 do ? I could not refuse, 
look you — could you ? 

Sir O. No, no; you are rig^t, old dome— 1 could not 
( Take* Julia's hand.) 

Do. (TbJu.) And if at any time you should stand in 
need of father or mother, or uncle or aunt — look you, I 
shall be happy to — 

Ju. Thanks, Dora, thanks — but here I have found them 
all. (Coming /ortvard.) Ha^-ing fuund rehuiont there—may \ 
hope as usual to lind friends, hert ; and if among them there 
be any Welsh who think I have ill-used their native 
tongue — with their, and your kind pennission, I will repeat it, 
until I am perfect in the dialect of "THE LITTLE 
WELSH GIRL"— Cot plesa you. 

vaudeville -~ finale 
Julia. 
[He Vautlvvillv, floncr of GallU's nation. 
Bean but ill ihc (raaiptuiution ; 
Tet KL'*vc ilued, in iiniuiion, 
CuDhrJa'* hup to wikv. 
Now the froUc'i ended — 
Since (o pivue intended — 

Critics, let ]tour jiutiee be with gentle mercy blended. 
Doom not Cambria's bardi la ilaughliT, 
Longabanks like, who gaie no quarter, 
But with kindncsa treat her daughter. 
For her niuiic') lake. 

Chokus. 
No* the ftvlic'i ended, he 
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ACT I.— SCENE L 

A Chafmber door^ R.'^Door with imide bolt^ h.^^Open 
Window ^M M.L.'^Fire'plaeey State and Chimney board 
in eentre-^'Table and three Chairs. Jacob discovered 
dusting chairs. 

Jacob. Lord, what a time poor MrvanU have of it in 
this London town, and these lodging houses an't half so 
comfortable as a house of one*s own— they must make a 
pretty penny of letting lodgings though—now, master pays 
pretty handsome for this floor— and then his aunt and liiss 
Charlotte her daughter, that my master's going to marry to- 
morrow, ru be bound they pays a swinging price for their 
apartments— curse the dust — I shuts down all the windows, 
but it will come in — In these inventive times I wish they'd 
invent summat to clean the windows by steam and give us 
servants a little rest— then masters and miitresses could only 
blow up the steam if all wasn't right. IWe got enough to do 



1 



in ihis houHO^nhy, when I gets up, I've got to dress nivself 
and get my breakfast — after I have been pretty nigh choked 
with the duBt and then — 

Enter Hbnrv Stbdfast, r, h. 

Stbd. Well, Jacob — busy as usual — always at work ? 

Jacob. Yes, Sir— and your i >rk will b^in to-morrow, 
Sir. 

Stkd. How so 1 

Jacob. Why aii't you ^ > be married ? — oh, there'll 

be rare doings — going to h — going to diaDer~«nd, 

goingto — Lcrd, ! or furniture for a bedroom. 

St&s. Ah, Jbl_„ — irming creature, and it is 

on^y to auoh s woman that a man ought to resign his liberty. 

Jacob, What ! an't you allowed any liberty a'ter you're 
married, Sir? — if that be the case, I should make bee be- 
forehand. 

Stbd. Oh, you stupid blockhead, you don't comprehend. 
The rites once over I will maintain my rights ; for a man 
never renders himself so contemptible in the eyes of an ac- 
complished woman as when he is too submissive to the fool- 
ish. whims of her sex. No, no, Jacob, I will still bemaster. 

Jacob. And, I hope I shall still be your man, Sir, For 
Id rather be your man than missus's, that is if you be sure 
she won't be master. 

StTED. I'll take care of that, Jacob. 

Jacob. I say. Sir, she's got plenty of the stumpy to make 
things agreeable; and I'm sure from what I know — she's 
plaguy fond of you. 

Sted. And pray what do you know that should induce 
you to think so f 

Jacob. Why, you never goes out, Sir, but she runs to 
me to know where you're gone and what you're gone about? 
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Stbd. Tbat is being plaguy fond indeed ! A fondacn I 
miut take the first oppoitunity of breaking her of ;— HOid so 
Jacob you think that a strong proof of aflbcdon ? 

Jacob. Oh, Sir, I'm sure of it. Why Sir, that's hoir I 
found out that our cook in the country was fond of me. Yes, 
in my spare time, I used to read a good many books out of 
your library, such as Tom Th.umb and Jack the Oiant-killer. 
Well, Sir, I used to amuse her in the evening wi|h a tale^ 
and it so worked on her feelings, that, at last, I reached her 
heart and she were quite lovesick— but I was not aware of it 
— till I found if I went to whet a knife, she were sharp alter 
me— oh ! she'd such an eye to look round a comer-— if I 
went up stairs she'd call me down to know what I were doing, 
and when I swore I'd tell you if she annoyed me in that way^ 
she always stopped my mouth with a sop in the pan. Don't 
you recollect, Sir, how you used to find fault with her cook- 
ing latterly ? oh. Sir, it were all through me. 

Stxd. Indeed ! 

Jacob. Yes, Sir, she used to be minding me instead of 
her buUies^^n short her love was so hot that she burnt the 
things to a cinder. 

Stkd. Had I been aware of this passion, I should have 
curbed my anger. Love is a very arbitrary little gentteman, 
and will allow of no thoughts in which himself is iiot conoem- 
ed. By the bye, Jacob, did you go to my friend Careless, as 
I desired you, to acquaint him with my arrival in town, and 
leave him my address ? 

Jacob. Oh, yes, Sir, — I went last night— but he were 
out a galliwanting as usual— I suppose. 

Stsd. How dare you take the liberty to suppose any such 
thing, you impudent bumpkin. 

Jacob. Why, I only supposed, what you have often said 
he were always at, Sir. 
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Stbd. Well, I believe he is a iad wild dog — bm with all 
hie faults there is a goodnesB of heart and aineerity of inten- 
tion about him that has made us the warmest of friends ever 
■ince I first knew him at school. 

Jacob, You could neither of you have been very warai 



flienda, that tu 


Tom being drowned. Sir— 


when you > i;o a 


e tlie ice would bear you— 


I dare say }^^ ..ever coun 


e ice afterwards. 


Stkd. I certo 


to him for my life — and I 


will serve him— 


ce, to the end of that life. 


Charlottb Pebry, 


ut and then Bnttrt, r. a. 


Char. Oh! my de 


lere'i a letter and a trunk 


jiiat arri\ed from niv dear (win brother, who haa been in the 



Eart Indiec for the last seven years, saying be will be ben 
to day-— they have made him an officer — do re^d the letter for 
I hadn't patience to get half through it — I long to know the 
contents— now do make haste, there's a good boy, and then 
I'll take it to Mamma. 

Stxd. Haa she not seen it? 

Cbab. No 1 

Stkp. Why, it is addressed to her ! 

Chak. Well, I know that!— 

Stbd. And pray who opened it ? 

Char. Why what an inquisitive man you are, Henry ! 
I did to be sure — now do read the tetter. 

Stxd. And you opened your Mamma's tetter ? 

Char. Law, now hav'nt I told you I did* Doyoutbink 
I could have waited till Mamma came down stairs ?— come 
make haste and read it or my brother may annve before I'm 
prepared to receive him. 

Stbd. Really, my dear Charlotte, I would not be guilty 
of such a rudeness for the world. 
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Char. Law, is there any luurm in it? why, I always open 
all the letters. Bythebye, Henry — ha ! ha ! ha ! how Mamma 
will scold me—I have two or three letters in my work table, 
that I ought to have given her last week, and I declare I have 
forgotten them till this moment. 

Stbd. Now, suppose, my dear Charlotte, that any of thoSe 
letters contained secrets, that your Manmia would not have 
known for the world ? 

Char. Then people should never sully the fair paper 
with anything they are ashamed of — if the world acted with 
candour, there would be no occasion for concealing our 
thoughts and deeds— but (Sin^s,) *' Men were deceivers 
ever"— 

Strd. You little madcap ! you would ramble in unre- 
strained nature from one end of the world to the other. 

Char. Aye, that I would — but my heart would never 
wander from him I once loved. 

Enter Mrs. Prsry, r. h. 

Mrs. p. Why, Charlotte, you wild [cresinre — Fve been 
looking for you in every part of the hou s e g ood morning, 
Henry. 

Strd. Good morning. Madam. 

Char. Oh ! Mamma, I have such good news, for you. 

Mrs. p. Good news, child — ^well, what good news I 

Char. Now, Mamma, you shall guess, 

Mrs. p. How can you be so provoking when you set my 
anxiety Y 

Char. Then Til tell you— my brothrr will \m h«rf« in 0^ 
course of the day. 

Mrs. p. Your brother f — ^what my dear Hannibal 1 

Char. Yes, Mamma. 

Mrs. p. But how did you learn this f 
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) r^d, Munma. Here i 



C'h^h. By learuiug t 
from him. 

Mrs. p. Tlie dear boyl-Wby it in open ! 

Char, Yes, Utunina, its open. 

Mrs. p. Atid [tray, miss, how dare you open s letter ti 



mother, who has lived 6 
.>n sure I should never pre- 
I letter, unless I thought 
1 it. I declare the dear boj'a 
my spectacles before I cau 
e, uid let us prepare for his 
uuld arrive just in time to be 
a Irold hand, it does one gooii 



obtain iiiformdtion before < 

much longer in the world 1 

sume to open another pi 

there was something partic 

letter so agitates me, I mi 

read it. Come with m 

reception — how lucky mat i; 

present at yournuptials — wh; 

lo look at it — come along, Charlotte. [Ej-il n. ii. 

CiiAB, Adieu, Henry, for the present — don't be angry, 
and if ever I allow my curiosity to get the better of my good 
sense again, I'll give you leave to turn Blue Beard, cut off 
my head, and make a good woman of me. {_Eieil n. b. 

Sted. Adieu ! Her artless and ingeniious manner is suffi- 
cient to balance any little errors of education. (Retires ajt. 

Jacob. 1 should think Mr. Annibal's letter was writtoi 
with the juice of an onion ; it made the old lady's eye* 
water ao~{Loutl knocking, ».) well, there's somebody 
knows how to handle a knocker, however— {/(i£o6 look* of 
ttage, a.) Sir, there's a person below desires to speak with 
you OD urgent business, 

Sted. Desire him to walk up, Jacol>— (£a;ii Jacob, r.J 
Who can this be, 1 wonder? — some of the preliminary calls 
matrimony is heir to, I suppose, of upholsterers, milliners, 
&c., ice. 
Enter Jacob, r. h., and Careless in the disguise of an 

old ladff — Careless motions Jacob lo leave the room. 
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Jacob. Oh, that'* tu much as to say — get out. i^.Jgiiii: 

Sthd, Jacob, leave the room. 

J*ooii. Vea, Sir : now compaDy'n i-onie they (vimt uiy 
room, — 1 ihould like to know who she in — I don't recollect 
her among: our ucqumiitance — her addreas ia )*uung«r thaii 
her dreas — lA»id<;j 

Stko. Do you hear, JhcoI)? 

Jacob. Do 1— «h, yes, Sir. {f^-^i^, »■ 

Stzd. Now, Madam, will you honor me with your cwn- 

Cark. {FBtffninga iroman'a voice.) I did not expect 
to cold a Welcome from one I had known so lung. 

Stkd. iladam ! 

Cahk. {Pulling off bonnet.) Do you know me now 
ehy ha, ha. ha! 

Sted. Call it bi^'. my dear Careless, bow ore yiii t and, 
what ihe devil's (he meaning of alt ibiaif some mad li'olii- 
or other — 

?ABE. Yea, a litttr d— ^-d mad; alway* in Kinie coll- 
fouiidtd scrape through scrajiing actjuaimauce : — but this, I 
fear, will be the last. 

Sraii. You are not serioua, I hopct 

CjkHi. ir I am not, my punuers are. 

Stbd. Pursuers! what the devU do you meau'^ come, 
pursue the thread of your ditcotirse till you have <li8entan- 
g\eti me fVotn this labyniith of cunilicting thoughts. 

Cakb. Now then for n true and particular aci-ount of 
this most disastrous of all disasters : — Last night 1 went to 
Ihp op^'M, where I became so ollenstve to «imc gentlemen 
II defence of some ladies (bless their little hearu) that I 
got entangled in a very knotty point of honor with a cvrtuii 
caodle-SDutling dudliat, which not choosing to unrsve] to 
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hia sat is fact ion, he insisted ud my taking a pnucipal part in 
a pistol duet with him at sis o'clock this morning, with all 
the neceasary Hccompaniments ; — I Hccedid rs much from 
the novelty of the thing as any thing elae, procured a aecond, 
■pent the night jovially, taking leave of all good wine and 
all good fellows, in case should be uncorked, and 

Mllicd forth this raorni encounter. When I ar- 

rived on the ground, u: mtagonist had ordered hu 

coSee — but he had mucn ve ordered his cotKn, for 

this (lead shot, 1 shot deau- it was '' Aul Csaar aul 

nullus" with me, I assure -However, down he wont, 

my second hurried me on hi 'k — aaying he would stay 

and sec how much the article whb damaged, and make his 
escape, if necessary, in a different direction: — at the same 
time, advising me to keep out of the way till all was gofe: 
I reached home, and found that the dear ladies whom 1 hod 
vindicated, to prevent bloodshed, had informed the police, 
who were actually then in search of me : — Well, consider- 
ing what had happened, it would have been madness to al- 
low them to take me; so, as my mother brought me into the 
world with all my imperfections on my head, I made fVee 
with' an old habit of hers, to prevent my going out of it 
before I had time to repent me of them : seeing your 
card upon my table, and knowing that you were the only 
sincere friend I possessed, on whom I could rely in this 
dilemma, I made the best of my way here — and here must I 
stay concealed till night. 

Stbo. a serious affair, indeed ! but you will be safe here 
and may pass your time pleasantly enough in the society 
of my aunt and my cousin Charlotte, my intended wife — 
they reside on the first floor— 

Care. Not for the world — ^your aunt and cousin are 
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chinning creatures no doubt, but unfiirtunatel]' they have 
toiigueB in th«ir beada^tiil I oat out ot danger, no utul 
must know I am here but yourself. 

Stkd. It Hill be impossible to withold the knowleilge of 
your being here from ihetn — for being near relationn, tuul 
■bout to become nearer — they enter my ajiartnient with the 
■ame freedom a» myaelf— if I loi-k you in they will thiokit 
•trange and their curiosity will be excited— 

Cam. Then. I'm off— (fioiny. 

SrsD. Stay — damn i(, would you run into lh>? lioti*« 
nouth f 

Cars. Sooner than trust to a woman'a. 

Stcd. Com? hack, and don't be so confouiKli'd rMh~— 
let me sw— 

Carb. Have you no corner cujiboard or »aff you cjuM 
pop me into where they would not siiB{>ectf — 

Stbb. By George, an e*<vllirnl thought ! here ia a cup- 
board just big enough to hold you, where 1 keep my wineand 
■pirits that I wantfurprrsent use — {npeniHi/ eluarl datir l. 

Cahk. Somr choice Bpirita, I'll 1* bound, and if the 
quality of the company be good — you could inlroduce me 
to none more to my taste : — how do you do, gentlemen? 1 
hope aoon to be better acquainted : I'll make you bleed freely 
— but mind.thoughl wine witliiii. you must bemum without. 

Ant). Rely on my honour — 

Cari. Well then, give mc a ii«il — the key inside, and 
I'll to mv companions at once aud crvck u joke with them. 

9r«H. There now — in with you. for 1 exj«rt tliem here 
•very minute, and. whatever you do don't attMupl lo come 
Mittitl 1 return — \^ExU Varrlf$i into eloiet and hckt 
door.'] now ilien to try and find out what danger thi» gm- 
L.tl«uBn null}- i< in, Jacob ! 



Jacuh fiitcrg rery hastily, a, 

Stbd. My hat, gloves, and cane — {Jacob Urinffs them.i 
nnd don't be prying about the room, Sir — but mind yo*w 
own business — 1 will not allow any one \a pry into ray af- 
fairs — [£.«( K. 

Jacob. Very well, Sir — v le devil wauU to pry; 1 

wonder where that lady is- re she an't gone out for 1 

waited cIqhc to the door to nh er down : — She must be 
concealed somewhere and th o place but that cupboard 

— how very signal ! — well, 1 knew him at these sort 

of tricks before — 

Enter Chablottb, b. 

Char. Henry, I want your opinion upon- — why where is 
he? 

Jacob. Master won't allow no one to pry into his aflkiri, 

Cbab, What do you mean? 

Jacob. I don't know, but ma«ter knows. Miss. 

Char. And can't you guess what he alluded to? 

Jacob, f Significantly. J I might — but 1 an't paid for 
guessing. 

Char. Oh, I understand — fGiecs money.) now what 
do you guesa? {Aside.) Idare say it is some present he 
wishes to surprize me with. 

Jacob. There has been one of the feminine gender here. 

Char. 1 knew it was so. A milliner — {^»ide.) 

Jacob. And she brought — 

Char. Well— well* 

Jacob Hush — she brought herself liere, and she ani 
took herself out again. 

Char. And where is she? 

Jacob. I don't know, but — 
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Chad. You can guesa — 

Jacob. There— or there abouta, Miie. i^Pinuii to eup- 
board.) 

Chab. Ob — the perfidioua man ! but she shall not re- 
mniu here — I'll bring them face to fac^-^xpose him to the 
contempt of the world and never see him more. — (Walks 
o/njue.) 

Jacob. No— but consider , Miss— do ye be patient, think 
of my character, — master will kick me out without warning. 

CiiAH. !l seems incredible — the day before our marriage 
— are you sure. Jacob, it was a woman? 

Jacob. Wbv, Miss, 1 could swear she hod n petticoat 
on — but I can't take upon me to «ay more, Miis, 

CUAii. Then I'm determined she shan't utiiy here— be 
•he a Madam — a mistrean^-or a Miss ; out she shall come ! 

Jacob. I've no doubt she's <i-mu» — but don't agitate 
yourself. 

CuAK. Stand out of the way, Jacob— 

Jacob. No, Miss — no. don't now. 
Enter Stbdfast, h. 

STKn. What's all this noise about f Charlotte, my love, 
what's die matterf 

Chab, So, Sir. you are returned; 1 wonder you could 
absent yourself, for a moment, from her you admire above 
all the rest of her sex. 

Stkd. Believe me, Charlotte, it is with rt-gret 1 ever 
leave you. (Goiiiii to takf her lutnii.J 

Chab. Don't touch me. Sir — I hate the siffht uf you — 

^KD. Deally, Cbarlotle, tliia is nut tn be bonu' in 

diink 1 cannot leave tlie house for a minute but I must sub- 
ject myself to be treated thus, 

CiiAB. Your chief business is in the hiiusc. 1 rHlltm 
imagine, Sir. 
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Sted. If you imagine I Iiave nothing else to do but 


to dance attendance upon you — you are deceived. Madam. 


Chab. I ani indeed deceived; 1 fancied you w«re all 


that's good and honorable and find you base and hypocriti- 


cal. 


Sted. I am nt n Iobs, Chf-'""- 


, to account for your m- 


traordinary conduct. 




Chab. Your closet. Sir. i 


nish you with the requir ■ 


ed information. 




Sted. {,4mk:) Closet! 


an she mean ? no, no, 'tii 







Char. You may well seen nfounded. {^side.) Mj 
heart is bursting — but he ah not know it. You cruet 
munster, but don't imagine it vexes me : — Oh, no — I am 
glad of it^— very glad— ha, ha, ha, I've long wished to di- 
vide the chain that was to unite us for evei^— you have kind- 
ly done it for me — but the clank of it shall riitg in yoor 
ears for some time — you perfidious man! however I sballbe 
now truly happy — I feel as if my mind were relieved from 
an oppressive weight — I never did love you — never shall 
— and so. Sir, I'll go and tell Mamma — ^ExiC, crying, b. 

Sted. This is inexplicable. Jacob, do you know iriiat 
all this means? 

Jacob. Why, Sir, it's about that young woman there. 
fPtnntt to eUaet, 

Sted. What young woman ? 

Jacob. That called on you, just now, 

Sted. {.-l.iide.) Confound it, I forgot this blockhead was 
in the room when Careless came in. You acoundrel ! 
then it is to you I am indebted for all this? bow did you 
know it was a young woman ? 

Jacob. (Ini.. h. corner.) I didn't know. Sir, I on- 
ly guessed — and I told Miss so. 




fSpeaking ileliberatfly and folloteing Jacob 
round to H. H. dttor.) If you don't go and contradict every 
word you have said from first to last, I'll kick you out the 
house, — I will, you infenud rascal. 

Jacob. If that's the case, I'll swear black is white. 

\Eant B. 

Stio. So, a pretty begiiuiiEig to this busiuest. 

CAaB. f Peeping out of rlogeij What's the row » 

Stbd. Why — 

Cam. I am better iDformed on the subject than you aiw. 
Your intended and Jacob really believe you have a pretty 
gir Mocked up there; no such luck, eli? Ill l>e tifT and 
■o put an end to ihese unplcasan tries. 

Stxd. Impossible — they would see you, — raise a hue and 
cry, which, probably, might lead to serious conseqtiences : 
— besides I must check this sort of thing in its infancy, or, 
I can expect very little happiness iu the marriage state. 

Cabk. That would be all very well providing you had 
good ground to go upon — the present case is very different — 
« jeaioits woman will never listea to reason. 

Stbd. I will assure her that no female is here. 

Cars. She would be astonished at your assunuice and it 
would confirm her in her suspicions — I see no alternative 
—but your introducing me to the ladies at once. 

Stbd. No ! no ! — I'll punish her curiosity for an hour or 
•0, and, by that time, I hope to have good news for 
jfou — 1 have sent for information. 

Carb. You'll have to communicate the infomutiun of a 
line's length, I fear. {Muking the action uf hanging.) 
But 1 am anxious to appeatte the enquiring souls in some way 
er other, for fear there should be any particular cnquihM 
made in another quarter, respecting your rherc amie. Kave 
you any other place you can pop me \x\\a f 
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[>. liidteJ, I Im\«'ll0t. 

,E. No! — let me examine the bastions, redoubts and 
IS i>t' this IbrtresB — 1 m»i8t repair these breeches be- 
vou and the ladies — we must not agitate the breavt 
|i>rk of the dear creatures. [Remoeing a large chimney 
•aril.) Bravo ! this will do capitallj. 
I Stkd. For what in heavens name? 

IK. Now, I will shew you how to manccuvre — ^you 
|haU leaie the door of thai eloset open, while I conceal my- 
ichind this chimney- board — the ladies will not be long 
Before they Natisfy themaelvea of its contents, and they will 
Brohrthiy be satisfied. 
\ Sted. Well, be it so. 

s. P. {Wilhont.) I'll come up to your master in • 



I Sted. Awav. here thev conie, * ' 

RE. This is a i/rtili- uudertakiilg for your sak^— but, 
oiA peepin;/ through the bars; I must sit on those of a 



^HBfl 


1 


J 












W0MAJ.H FAIl.l.N.i. 




21 


I declare 


1 aeeraa as long coming as intelligence 


fVom Con. 


•Uutinop 


e. I must Ukn £Hrc of lU* 


fellow. 


or he'll be 


doing roor« miachier. Jacob ! 






JlGOB. 


{Coming to him fOf/frlij.) 


Sir. 




Stbs. 


Leave tlie foddi. 






Jacob. 


Aaitu, Sir* 






Stm), 


Ym, Sir, and be tenJy lo ■« 


onipany 


me a little 










Jacob. 


Ye«. Sir. 






Stsb. 


By having hini with me, 1 shall make 


ureofhim. 


Jacob. 


I sliould like tu be certain wiiether this lady in a I 


woman w doI. 




[Kxii 1.. H. 


Stsd. 


Now then tor my errand. 






Cake. 


{Pttpinif from heUmd th,- rhim 


cj/ I'liard.) 


StedfMtl 








Stkd. 


For heaven's sake keep atill. 






Cahb. 


My dear fellow it in totally iji 


ipciHsibU 


on such a 


Wil««n 


can't you give me one of ths 


chair cuAhions* | 


Sm». 


I'll aw what I can do for you 




1 


{Slfd/a» 


ha about to eomptjf irith the 


Irishes I 


/ Careless, 1 


mhfn hf iifreftprn the dimr oj/tninif 


(ini/ hiu Jimt time | 


loffhe 


Careless a siffMol, leha reeo 


•ers his 


jMsitioH as 


Jacob fnter» iritk t!iedftt»t'g hat. 






Srao. 


Well, Sir. 






Jacob. 


Your hat, Sir. 






Stbd. 


Oh! 






{Takf» the hat and tnot'mn* JiieiJ- ou 


~Jar,J 


i* about I., 


look round tehen hi' *U<- "ieri» A. 


mast,- 


'. >,ho ha> 








Jacok 


(^*«fe.) No go. 




[A>i/K, n 


Stkd. 


I dare not relieve your wanU 


at prment ttiid «>— | 




Enter Jacob b. h 




■ 


whut now 


, Sir? 


_ 


J 



H 



it PAT ton 

Jacob. Your gloves, Sir 

Sted. You intruding Jackanapes— take that for joiir 
pains, (A'M-yt* Aim.) 

Jacob. {^4gide.) He's touched my honour, I feel hurt 
— what will my posterity aay to this » I wish ! dared eai\ 
him out — then I should have t room to myself. \_Exit a. 

Sted. I see the scoundrel in hent on unravelling this 
mystery. {To Careless.) We a'e surrounded by the very 
spirit of Dionysius, his ear was not more suaceptihle of 
sound than are these walls, and the listeners about them — 
therefore be cautious. (^» he is ffoing, he perceieet thr 
door opening eauUoHnly.') Again, so, so— ((?«/« fo r, n. 
Jacob enters with eane and not seeing Sted/iuit.') 

SkcoK. Doah me bat he's goue— now thei^- 

Stbd. (Slaps him on the shoulder^ What brings vou 
now? 

Jacob. Your cane. 

Stbd. My cane — then my cane shall take you out agaia. 
{Beats him round the stage and off, r. b. 



KNp OF act 1. 



ACT 11.— SCENE I. 
f!amr at Srrni- I, ,4ct I. 

Enltr Mkb. Pbkrv, h. ii. 

Mrs. p. So. Jacob and his nmslrr urc ^oiip out, andtay 

daughter gone crying to her room. Now us I ani oertaio no 

lady ha« goiie out, I'll see what discoveries I can make while 

the opportunity aflbrds me time — there seems no place where 

a female could be concealed, but this rIos«t — and it is open 

— «nd no female there. This is very strange-^acob and 

Charlotte were very positive^l declare 1 begin to feel rjuite 

interested in the discovery — not from any curiosity of my 

own^-oh, no— «»tirely on m_v daughter's account. What 

plan shall 1 pursue? I have it. I'll hide myaelf in this closet, 

t Sledfaat supposes it to be empty, he will not think of 

f looking there, ajtd when I've gained the knowledge o^ his 

Lperfidy. I'll discover myself and surprize and confound 

lUm. Who would have thought StedlusI guilty of such paw, 

■ pBW practices. ^Enlerirlotel. 

£n/fV Chabi.otte, a.H. drefgfd nnHtiiiHi/fit I'rerp, with 

p'tgtoln and rane. 

Char. Nobody here — thmiks to this suit of my brother's 

whicli 1 found in his trunk he sent this morning, I 

; been able tn disgiiiae myself fn niilituirr, without 

h fear, 1 think of being foimd out. I have also made 

e with his duelling piRtoU. and with their assistance and 

e aid of certun military airs and graces, 1 hope to frigliten 

L ny lady ont of her box, there, in which she thinks she is 
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aitting ro snug. I have taken «ire to hav^ ouly a little pov' 
der in the pans, and so I can bluster about as well as tlie 
best little grenadier of them all. (J"n<vA n,) Oh ! here he 
comes, — now then, for the true military swagger — " How 
do — fine day — been to the dub I — any news? — if there's 
a war I shall sell out — wou lisfigure one's face ao." 







[Stru/f lit Ixick. 




Efitpr 1 


AST H. n. 


Stud. 
Char. 
Stkd. 


A stranger here ! 
Eh ! oh ! you 
Sir! 


man I suppose. 


Char. 
Stbd. 
Char. 


Be cool — yooi iiiui is — 
Stedfast, Sir. 
Yes. I know— be cool—don't be iu such a hurry. 



my fine fellow — I come here upon a very serious affair, on 
which life and death iire depending. 

Stkd. Oh ! this is some person about Careless'a duel. 

Chah. Concerning a person you have concealed here. 

Sted. Well, Sir! 

Char. (Aai'li:) He does not deny it. Be cool— now, 
Sir, I insist on your producing that person before me this 
instant. 

Stkd. I'll die first — till I know the motive of this de- 
mand. 

Chab. {Aside.) Oh the wretch ! he would die for her ! 
Motive, Sir !^-don't put me in a passion or you may have 
cause to tremble. 

Sted. Tremble ! 

CiiATi. Ay, Sir, tremble! — produce the party. 

Sted. I am too devoted to the party, to suffer any threats 
you can utter to sway me from my determination. 
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Char. {Aside.) This U beyond bearing. Then, Sir, 
jou shall give me satisfaction. 

Stsd. Satisfaction ! 

CfiAB. Aye, Sir,-— instant satisfaction. 

-Stbd. ,And pray,Sir,whohaV^ I the honour of addresaiiig? 

Char. Hannibal Peery, Sir — ^brother to (hat mtich in- 
jnrad angel, Charlotte Peery— -end by the soul of that great 
general, whose^name I bear — Fll blow you to the devil, Sir. 

Stkd. Is it powible? 

Char. What, Sir— do you doubt me — no more trifling — 
pro4uce the lady, or, I produce my pistola. 

Sted. Nay, my dear cousin.' 

Char. Don*t cousin me — ^neither I nor my sister mean to 
be cozened by you any more. 

Stsd. Will you listen to reason ? 

Char. Sir, reason^s out of the question, when a lady is 
concerned. 

Stkd. If I assure you on my honor that no lady is con* 
cealed here, will that suffice? 

Char. And you have not a certain person concealed in 
that closet? 

Stsd. Upon my honor I have not. 

Char. Then oblige me by opening the door, and I am 
satisfied? 

Stsd. Certainly— *and then, Sir — ^I shall expect some 
apology for your conduct 

Char. I shall be happy to make it 

Stsd. (Goes to closet door,) Zounds! the door is locked 
—surely Careless has changed his quarters^— how imprudent. 

Char. Have you the key, Sir? 

Stsd. No, Sir. 

Char. No? {Goes io the door,) No, the key is inside. 

Stkd. (A^tde.) Then he is there— confound it ! 
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Char. Can't you force the door, Sir ? 

Steo. I am boiuid in honor nottodoso, however Btnnge 
it may appear. 

CtiAB. I am sorry for it — how contemptible must tbai 
man appear — who. to cover hia own bad practices, delibe- 
rately pledge) ] ebood. 

Step. I will not p this language any longer, 

were you my own Br' 

Char, {jlaide.) shed — then take your choice. 

Sir, this, {Shemi this, (Pistol.) 

Stbd. Dare tr ; an inch higher — you pre- 

suming puppy, s ou out of the window. 

CiiAB. That's enough — take your pistol, Sir — you'll 
chuck me out of the window — gad I'll s«ud you into the 
other world. 

Stbd. {Aside.) I dislike duelling, hut did I flinch now, 
I should despise myself — I will not give this coxcomb the 
opportunity of posting me, which I have no doubt would 
be more gratifying to him than fighting. 

Char. {Hae'ing placed herself against the door.') You 
are a long time taking your ground, Sir, this is mine — so if 
you miss me, your miss inside may not be so fortunate — 
you may crack a bottle with the lady before you intended, 
Mr. Stedfaat, I have given timely notice to quit, hut if the 
lady prefers a ball in to a bawl out, why she must e'en dance 
to her own music, — come. Sir, I am resolute. 

Sted. And so am I, Sir. 

Char. Very well, Sir, now, {Talking at the person 
'n the closet.) One-two (Mrs. Peery screams. J .\ha! 
now, how does your honor feel ? eh. Sir. 

Sted. (Aside.) 'Tis witchcrafl! that was not Careless'a 
voice — I swear were it the devil himself, he should come out 
— open the door this instant or by heavens I'll shiver it to 
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atoms, and send the contents of this pistol through your 
body. (Mrs, P. screams and rushes out. 

Chab. My Mother ! — ^then Vm off. \^Exit r. h. 

Stsd. My aunt ! I*m astonished. 

Mrs. p. a chair, Henry, or I shall faint 

(Stedfast brings chair. 

Stbd. So, Madam, you can forget yourself so far as to 
become a spy upon my actions. 

Mbs. p. Oh ! Henry, don't say another word, or, you 
will be the death of me. I have no curiosity about the other 
world yet, nor will I have in this for the future. 

Stsd. Why not have discovered yourself sooner, Madam, 
and not have subjected me to be insulted, as I have been ? 

Mrs. p. I confess, I was ashamed to be detected in such 
a situation, and could I suppose, for an instant, you would 
fight in a drawing room ? I thought you would have gone 
out and settled the disputej^'^and then I could have followed 
and prevented accidents, and you would have been none the 
wiser. That young rogue of mine, to proceed to such 
extremities ; but Til give it him for exposing my weakness, 
and make him ask your pardon on his knees, Henry, or, I'll 
never call him son again. Why he talks of pistol balls with 
as much unconcern as a lady would of balls of cotton — make 
me dance to my own music too ! As some atonement for 
my indiscretion, I will seek Charlotte, convince her she 
wrongs you, and put an end to these disagreeables at once. 
Dance to my own music, indeed ! Fll give it him ! {^Exii n . 

Cars. (Coming forward from behind the chimney 
hoard.) Ha! ha! ha! 

Stbd. Upon my word you seem vastly amused at my 
troubles. 

Care. Ha ! ha ! ha ! who can help laughing at a good 
joke? 



Stgd. It'iruold liave bctu) aniglity good joke if 1 had beea 
shot through the body, by that triflmg i-uck Apurrow just now. 
Cahb. Is it possible you did not Lnow who it was ? 
Sted. To be aiirel did; it was the brother ol'my Cbariotle. 
Care. Rather, your Charlotte, her»el£ 
Sted. No, n- *'"' "' ■'" neither. 



Love u*. 
'Why if she were ii 
y<ni wouldn't know your 
beat sui^ a tattoo "^ 
deaf aa well as I 
vincing you I am iigm 
should have remained quieii 



to the channa.of your Mii- 
hebreecbes ttlter marnage. 
it, fortunately, love has not 
I* of your e«ra to make too 
Htaad some chance of con- 
irst place, do you .think I 
sconced behind that scrftrn, 
1 ivy bush, had I thought you were in dan- 
gte? and, aecondly', do youtbinkan ambitioua young «oldier 
as tuW of honor as Marlborough's grave, would challangeyoa 
wi^ unloaded pistols} Convince yourself by tbeoas renaiit- 
ing. Tbanka to the auiatance of a penknife, I waa enabled to 
make a small inciuon in your screen, to which applying al- 
ternatsly ears and eyes, I learnt enough to convince me, wbo 
was.who. By' George, I thought I should have died with 
laughter, 'when the old lady made her appearance. 

'8tbd. So, a pretty fool Miss Charlotte has made of me; 
bul, if I don't be even with her, may she decorate my brow, 
wTth anything but laurels, before the end of .the honeymooa. 
Cakb. Well, I'll to my hole again till all'a quiet, I diink 
I ought to have a billet upon the sign of the grate here, light 
a fire and so take up my quarters in a regular manner. I sav, 
SteJfasl, examine the challenger and the pistols before you 
tight again. 
Sted. Jacob. 

Enter Jacob, immediiilely, «. ii. 
Jacob. Sir. 
Stbu. Go to the hotel at the corner of this atreet, and see 
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if there is any letter for me, and if there is, bring it here im- 
mediately. 

Jacob. Yes, Sir. ^Ea^U r. h. 

Sted. Well, I hope I have endured enough for one day 
however. (Sits down.) 

Enter Jacob, and Charlotte, as Madlie. Vif^ r. h. 

Jacob. What did you say, ma*am ? 

Char. Is de gentillehonmie sorti ? 

Jacob. Oh, no, ma*am — ^there's none of your gentleman 
sort here. 

Char. Oh, no, monsieur, dat is not it— point de tout — 
not at all. 

Jacob. Point the toe. {Aside,) Oh ! she's one of 
your Opera dancers. 

Char. Vous etes une b^ter—vere is votre maitre— de fille 
and de mere. 

Jacob. Mare — master dont keep no horses nor fields ! 

Char. Oh, non— de moder and daughter send me upstairs. 

Sted. (Coming fornoardj Now, how to be revenged 
upon this darling she devil for the trouble she has given me. 
Gad, ril marry the first pretty woman I meet, and — 

Char. Pardon, Monsieur — ^mais— but I go to come a 
vous to pay mes devoirs. 

Stbd. f ToJacch.) Why are you not gone where I sent you? 

Jacob. This lady's outlandish talk has put me all abroad. 
Sir, but I'll go direcUy. {Exit. 

Sted. What is your business. Madam t 

Char. Taisez vous done. Monsieur, s*il vous plait — I am 
Mdlle. Vif, Marchande des Modes. Ah, Monsieur! you hap- 
py man much — ^you have beaucoup de felicity. 

Sted. Madam, I don't know — 

Char. Taisez vous done, s'il vous plait. Monsieur — I 
know, ah-ha! vous vous mariez monsieur — me hear him last 
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night, that was yestei-day before toinorfow, and, and when 


one heur you was marry yourself — 


- Sted. Marry mysell'. 


Ch*h. Oh, noD— me say he marry somebody. C'est vrai? 


mesayderesomc ■■-■*tv |adv '" ! 


ie boi: and he nicegentl«nan 


comnie a vous, nn > 


It faire, dat is he must make 


great number of j 


jrcaents. Comprenez voud, 


monsieur? wedding presp" i 


1 ue have look out great 


many new tt «hat n 


v«r shall see before or since. 


and me bri tn '—'i 




Stbd. I m 




Char. Taiaezvou. uomc. 


Hisieur, s'il vous plait — me 


let you know what Hhall please the lady — rc^ardez la, mon- 



sieur, here is one fine cap— n'eat ce pas luperbe? meputhim 
by 'for you. Here is une paire de ciaeaux wis dis graodin- 
ecription, by milor Byron, " we part to meet again," comnc 
fa, monsieur. '{Opening scissors.) Me put him by for yoii. 
You have no scents t 

Stbo. Why— 

Char. Taisez vous done, monsieur, s'il vous plait— oif 
know you have no scents, no gentleman have scents when 
b« go to be marry. Non, non, he get all dat after, but, yoa 
must have some before; voila, monsieur, here is Eau de 
Cologne, — Eau de fleur d'Oratige^— Eau d« vie, ah, non, 
monsieur, me sell dat to lady when <)ey all alooe, — tout seul. 
dat is grand mistake — merci, monsieur, tank you sare, yem 
take all these, me put dem by for you. 

Sted. Allow me to say— 

Char. Taisez vous, monsieur, s'il vous plait, me ahe^ 
you one more, den me fini, here is beautiful ting, day lighl 
never see him, c'est magnifiqne— dis shawl was made for 
de Queen of France, but no afford to buy, and me sell him 
at grand loss out of respect pour les Anglois. 
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Stbd. I am not in ji mood to be trifled nith, so lenve me. 
Char. Taisea voui dono— you got no spirits, you out of 
oil, me give you some little spirit, me sliew yuu wid die 
sbtiH 1, how ladies win de gentilhomiae — tout le monde. 

BONG.— ClUBIOtTB. 

Ltij, yon lovf dear, wiib heart lincerr 
She, in relum, love you ■ lAeg\Mt. 
Ifjha ba iriip, tbrttrtfjiiurvje* 

Prom liEing liawiUlrftd anidil beauty't blair, 
Varietie'i all gentilhouunet dnirvi. 
Id dia Utile •hairl 4e myAery layt. 
If Udj of Franc« you ihouM udmirr. 
She dtfu to pleair too to — a la Pranca»r. 
rHj (Tamme gs, — fplaeti liawl rauiuiiuek — (Ad danciA (uijii 
Lira, lira, la, Ike. 
Ladiei ai kouir wrrel I •how. 

Dry comv In xar. hi)w dey (nan lec 

To make dem happy d* rert nf Ser liTen. 
Dbould be abroad gu fnr (braif ii flonr. 

Wa aheir him dal n* poiKx u much khiI 
Aa Spain*! dark-eyed maiila. by uiiag our power. 

Anddreu to pleau him »— • I'Eipa^ule. 
{SpotriLf Comma ^^—plaert t^oirlpn htrhtod.— Lin, lira, la. 
Whal calch de eye la dfctt much lie, 

CoMunr ■• etfry liug—be tute of dls. 
Mia would not main if bniDd U kone 

The ebanns of eark country abounding in hi*. 
Italy, Crsece, Rutaia. or Cbioa. 



For Ike Turbaa'i •oft fuldi of the Eart— 

WedtTH lopleaie him den «>- 

Spottnj Comme 7L — Arniiign lAuttf at iHrb/tit,- 



Lhmld hr pine, ab ' 
a la Tun|tie. 
(Singutfj Lir«.la' 

Sno. (Mide.) Eh— why it is— 

CHkn. ( A*\de.) He doesn't know me, howrver— 

Srsn. f-iti^f.J ChHrlolte hersolf by idl nij hopes. So, 
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90, my pretty daniwl, caught fairly in the snare you were 


laying for me : — Now, if you have a spark of jealousy in 


your dispoiition, I'll kindle it into a flame that sh&U cod- 


sume this curious spirit of youra. 


Char. Den, you n-ill buy dis ihawl? c'est bien ! me put 


him by 




Stbd. 


nd you too, my sweet Lttk 


French 1 




Chah. i.Tu^ 


)d— ah, ah, c'eat boo ; but 


dis shawl—vou b 


leap — me have shew you de 


various fo 


vers knot J 


Sted. 1,, 


ed beyond the power of Vifl 


trication. You &ie u ™.„.„„, ^., 


iature. " 


Char. Ah, Monsieur, you m 


mke de fun. Monsieur — non 



non, you no like psuvre FrancaiBe— you love de lady dst i» 
below you, down stairs. 

Sted. What the landlady t 

Char. Landlady — bah! non — de pretty amiable young 
lady dat bring me up to you. 

Stbd. Well, this is the first time I ever heard there wm 
a pretty amiable young lady in the house— I must have ( 
look at her — where did you see her ? 

Char. Wid her moder on de floor, what is come between 
disand de street? 

Stbd. Oh, 1 suppose you mean the person I intend the 
honour of making my wife? 

Cuab. Ah, oui; you love her before all de world? 

Sted. Yes, before all de world, I do; or rather, I ap- 
pear to do so : but how can you be so silly » Love one's 
wife! ridiculous!! You see, my dear, I want a house- 
keeper, a person — when I give parties to the handsome 
women about town, to take the head of the table, make tea, 
et cetera; so that I may have no anxiety about refreshments 
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and can enjoj myself with the dear creatures to my heart's 
content. 

Chab. Bein agreeable ! dat vhy you marry dis person ? 

Stbd. Yes, merely a. match of convenience ; I have paid 
her some little attention, but that was to lull suspicicniy you 
see, my dear : now do you imagine I would tie myself to a 
girl like that, who is for ever plaguing me with her childish 
folly, there is plenty of money which will allow* me to 
indulge-^ 

Chab. Indulge ! you very amiable Monsieur. 

Stkd. Yes, my darling ; do you know I have taken a 
prodigious fancy to you, and if you accept the handkerchief 
I throw to you, k la Turque, you shall have a stylish house, 
a dashing, equipage, and while my wife is driving the ser- 
vants about at home, we*ll be driving every thing before us 
without. 

Char. fSareiutiealfyJ Oh ! you nice man ! 

Stkd. (Aside,) It works. What say you to being my 
Akr^ amie, sans ceremonie ? my wife shall have all my res- 
pect, but you shall have all my love. 

Chab. Suppose, Mounseer, before we agree, we con- 
sult the young person if she like dis arrangement ? 

Stbd. Oh, no ; not for the world, she must not know 
any thing ab6ut it. 

Chab. (Unable any longer to restrain her passion J 
But she does know every thing about it, you good for no- 
thing man, you ! 

Stbd. Good heavens ! What is this ? Charlotte ! 

Chab. Yes, I am that unfortunate young woman ; oh, 
ohe^(CryingJ 

Sm>. But, my dear Charlotte, who could know you in 
that dress? * 

Char. Don't touch me, sir, you shall never come near 
me, as long as I live. 
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Stbd. 


Don't 


make any rttsh vows, my love. ^H 


CUAR, 


I'mm 


Jt your love; Vm no man's love, I care for 


no nian' 


love; s 


md aooner than be united to one or your 


vileKi, 


I'd die 


an old maid, .'fifty times over. 


Stbd. 


What. 


and lead apes in the other world ? 


CniB. 






ed to the altar by a monkey 


in th«. 








SiBl. 






1 it had been you, I should 


bnoul 








Cua. 
enough f 






d. sir; you have duplicity 


Jacob. 


Oh, i 

^A ...bo. 


)ir, a geniieuia.. 

rl™^ If I U^A 


B, R. H. 

stopped me a« I was com- 



suxpicious looking 
lady about this neighbourhood ; and on my describing the 
lady I saw here this morning, be said that was the very pa- 
son, and insisted on searching the apartments. 
Stbd. You have not let him in ? 

Jacob. No, sir, he came in of his own accord, and ii 
now talking with Mrs. Peery. 
Sted. Oh, undone, undone! 

CiiAB. I'm glad of it ; now, Mr. Stedfust, you're found 
out at last. 

Jacob. I told him it was no use, as we bad searched 
every where and couldn't find her ; he's coming, sir. 

Cars. fThrot^inp down screen. Jla be? then, the deiil 
take the hindmost. 

(Runs to teindow, gets on a chair that is standing chtt 
to it, and is about to leap out, when Charlotte pre- 
vents him, by taking hold of his petticoat, then turns 
to Jacob, calling to him lo fetch the officer, — Stedfatt 
holdt the door. In the mean time. Careless untying 
the petticoat, and throwing off the woman's dress. 



_-J 
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succeeds in effecting his escape, unpereeived by V/iar- 

totte and Jacob, Just as Snatch the officer /orees the 

door and enters leith Mrs. Peery.J 

Jacob, and Char. Here she ie! here she is! come in, 
■ir, h^K she '\»—f Turning round, finds Careless gone. J 

Char. Gone! I'm electrified ! 

Jacob. Without ber petticoats, I'm shocked ! 

Snatch. I dare ssy Mr. Careless finds he can run better 
without them: aye, Mr. Careless has dropt from here on the 
leftda, and from those in to the street ; however, one or two 
of ray companions are at his heels. 

Char. Jacob. Mrs. P. Mr.— Mr. Careless ! 

Sted. Yes, my friend, Mia-ter Careless who is a vic- 
tim to your indiscretion. 

Char. Why, what in heaven's name has he done? 

SitATCH. Only shot a gentleman this morning in a duel ; 
tliat's all, ma'am ; so was obliged to sail about under false 
colors to avoid being captivated ; but we were too deep for 
him; I must go and see if they have nabbed liiin. [£j-J/R. h. 

Char. ( To Sledfast who is much agitated. J Compose 
yourself, something may yet be done to save him. 

Stkd. What! when the judges have decided to show no 
mercy to duellists ? 

CuAB. I am sure, Henry, I would go to the world's end 
to atone for my error, 

Jacob. (Who has been looking out of leindotr.) 
Hurra, hurra ! they've got him, they've got him ! 

Stkd. (Going to Jacob and thumping him round the 
stage.) You infernal, impudent rascal ! how dare you 
play with my feelings in this way ? Had you gone to the 
Hotel as I told you, this would not have happened ; instead 
of that you must be chattering about my concerns to the 
first person you meet. 



Ju»t Puhlnhfd. 



—Hmhh OWVNKE; «. THK PHOLOOUE. Bt i 

JRRKOI.O. PtHls2l. 

I.-THK HOUSEK-EEPBRi w, TUK WUITS HOKE. 

M1DP AutJiiir VriB- S*. 
l.-FUA-01AVOLOi or. TIIK IKK OK TKlUtAClKA. Bt U. 






K. Lm 



J'ri 



Dl 



VcS—THB CHIMNEY PIECS; m. NATtTflAL MAOIn B* C 
Mo.G.— NICHOLAS PLAM. ATTOBSBV^TOAW. Bt J. 8 B 

- .T»«. PH»U. , 

rBu.7^Hlti11, L(IW. JACK. «T[tBOAiCE;vr.T»E(X\RO PARTY J 

Bt J. K. Pi.>«i:m«u»IOb*«l«>D.jiu Prin- Ic 
Ko. 8.— Ml' NGIGIIBOl R'S WIFC Di Aiibbi. Bi>«»- Pnn; U 
■Mo 9.-UNCLE JOHN. Br J. B. BowinML Pn« U 
Ko, la— THB Blit'LAd SPA. Hi CiitRw []>■•:«. Priot |«^ M 
Ko-Uv-THE WEDDING QOWS. n< Outsf J«»n)_P. l*rfp-« 
'Md.I1-A SOLDIERS COUBTSHIF. Or Jam P.m , 7 
-Vo. 13.-P. P.: or. THS HAK JUO) THK TKlKli 



rn 111 




